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Time  Flies, 


Short  years  ago  the  owner  of  the  chariot  pictured  above 
would  be  considered  quite  the  Elephant's  Instep  if  not 
more  so.  The  side-whiskers  of  our  forefathers  which 
drew  sighs  from  the  maidens  of  their  day,  would  now 
draw  the  riot  squad  from  the  nearest  police  station. 

Keeping  abreast  of  the  times  is  one  of  the  reasons  that 
the  Mail  and  Empire  is  now  the  largest  morning  paper 
in  Canada. 

Average  daily  circulation  for  April — 

City  &  Suburban:       76,701 

Outside:       39,243 

Total:     115,944 


Sane  and  Satisfactory     $6.00  delivered.     $5.00  by  mail 
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After  Shaving 


A  few  seconds 
under  the  tap — 
a  wipe  on  the 
towel — and  you 
put  your  razor 
away  ready 
for  the  next 
shave. 


trop 
Razor 


—Shcapent  itttif 

^5.  UP  to  ^25;        78 

Other  Models  at  Lower  Prices 


A  prisoner  who  has  served  seven 
years  of  his  service,  and  who  recently 
escaped  from  gaol,  has  now  been  cap- 
tured. He  pleads  that  he  merely  went 
out  to  see  if  it  was  still   raining. 

— Punch. 

*  *       * 

The  Cambridge  boat  is  to  be  3  feet 
4  inches  longer  than  that  of  Oxford. 
The  idea  appears  to  be  that  the  extra 
metre  will  assist  the  rhythm. 

— Punch. 

*  *       * 

Just   as  Bad 

"Ever  been   m   an   accident?" 
"Nope,  but  I've  refereed  basketball 

games."  — Ranger. 

»       *       * 

Three  Telegrams 

HAVE  RUN  EXTREMELY 
SHORT  OF  CASH  DUE  TO 
VARIOUS  REASONS.  KINDLY 
SEND  CHECK.  PERCY. 

WILL  SEND  CHECK  UPON 
RECEIPT  OF  MARKS  FROM 
YOU.  FATHER. 

NEVER  MIND  CHECK. 

PERCY. 
— Medley. 


Notes  of  a  Traveling  Man 

Pittsburgh,  Pa.  Choked  on  a 
chicken  bone  while  eating  a  sweetbread 
croquette. 

Kansas  City,  Mo.  Found  a  mush- 
room in  a  combination  dish  marked 
"with  mushrooms." 

St.  Louis,  Mo.  Ate  a  baked  apple 
with  only  half  the  core  distributed 
through  it. 

Chicago,  111.  Misdirected  by  a  man 
who  was  probably  a  stranger  himself, 
but  didn't  like  to  admit  it. 

Buffalo,  N.Y.  Talked  to  a  man  for 
half  an  hour  without  being  asked 
"What's   your   line?" 

N.Y.  Central  R.R.  Heard  a  new 
story  in  the  Pullman  smoking  room. 

— New   Yorker. 

*  *       * 

Caesar:  "I  say!  You're  losing  your 
hair!" 

Cicero:    "No,   she   is." 

— Gargoyle. 

*  *       * 

Tramp:  "Yes  sir.  Once  I  had 
money  to  burn.  And  that  was  the 
trouble,  sir,  I  burnt  it!" 

Reginald:  "You  burnt  it!      How?" 

Tramp:    "With    an    old    flame    of 

mine  in  college,  sir."  — Sun  Dial. 

*  *       * 

No.  593678 

Another  absent-minded  professor  is 
the  one  who  shut  his  daughter  off  and 
smiled  at  his  radiator.  — Sun  Dial 

*  *       * 

Fair,  slim,  graceful  as  a  fawn,  she 
dived  into  the  swimming  pool.  She 
never  came  up.  "But,"  said  the  op- 
timist, "it  Was  a  good  dive." 

— Gargoyle. 

*  *       * 

"Going  out  with  the  four  hundred?" 
"Naw,  spent  it  'safternoon." 

—  Voo  Doo. 

*  *       * 

He:   "I  love  you ." 

She:   "Really?" 

He:  "But  don't  tell  your  husband.  " 

She:    "Why?" 

He:  "It  might  get  back  to  my  wife." 

— Princeton  Tiger. 

+       *       * 

Peon:  "I  spilt  whiskey  on  my  coat; 
how  can  I  get  it  off?" 

Peoness:  "Have  you  tried  Blue  Jay 
corn  remover?"  — Pelican. 

*  *       * 

The  mystery  of  the  large  bird  ob- 
served by  an  East-Coast  lighthouse 
keeper  to  be  flapping  slowly  out  to  sea 
is  now  cleared  up  by  the  news  that  an 
Oxford  student  in  a  pair  of  new  vol- 
uminous trousers  was  caught  up  by  a 
sudden  puff  of  wind.  — Punch. 


For  over  100 
years,  Dack's 
have  been  mak- 
ing highest  qual- 
ity shoes  for  men 
exclusively. 


Every  Dack  shoe  is  made 
in  our  own  workshops 
and  only  sold  direct  to 
the  wearer  by  mail  or  at 
our  shops. 


We  tiiU  gladly  mailyou  our  newest  style 

book  on  request — proper  fit    assured — no 

duty. 


73    King   Street,   West 
TORONTO, CANADA 


Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
This  Buffalo  Hotel 

GOING  over  the  year  we  find  that 
many  of  our  guests  come  from 
Canada — ^Canadians  like  the  home-like 
comfort  of  this  modern,  fireproof  hotel 
with  its  complete  service,  attractive 
outside  rooms,  excellent  cuisine. 

The  Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  personal 
attention  (200  rooms).  Quietly  situ- to'i.  conven- 
ient to  the  shopping  district,  clubs  aiiJ  theatres. 
The  rates  are  moderate — $2.00  to  $.5.00  per  day 
for  sinprle  rooms ;  $3.50  to  $7.00  per  day  for 
double  rooms. 

The  Van  Dyke  taxi  service  will  bring  you 
to  the  hotel  without  cost  to  you — just  ask  the 
Van    Dyke  neent   at   the  station. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Delaware 
Avenue  to   North   Street. 

On  the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes  Tours. 

Write  for  FREE  Road  Guides,  Maps  and 

Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.,  just  west  of  Delaware 

BUFFALO,  N.Y. 
CLARENCE  A.  MINER,  President 
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7*<-  Gol.l     .n   I^Ji  lot  \jlucs 


THE  Reo'inanufactured  high-powered  6'cyHnder 
engine,  with  its  smooth  and  silent  delivery  of 
virile  power  through  a  chain  of  Reo^manufactured 
units,  represents  motor  car  mastery  over  highway 
and  trail.  It  is  the  industry's  most  conspicuous  con- 
tribution to  six-cylinder  sureness,  suppleness  and 
simplicity. 


A  special  booklet — "The  Famous  Reo  Engine"  describes 
why  the  intake  valves  are  in  the  head  and  exhaust 
valves  at  the  side, — why  the  cylinders  are  ground, — 
why  the  crankshaft  is  balanced  statically  and  dynami- 
cally,— why  metal  and  fabric  timing  gears  alternate, — 
why  aluminum  alloy  pistons  and  2-piece  rings  are 
used, — and   why  all  overhead  mechanism  is  enclosed. 

Write  joT  a  copy 


Reo  Motor  Car  Company  of  Canada,  Limited 
Windsor  :  :  :  :  Ontario 


The  price  of  the  T'6  Special  Touring  Reo  includes 
genuine  balloon  tires,  special  steel  disc  wheels,  Moto- 
meter,  electric  clock,  cigar  lighter,  step  plates  and  other 
fitments  making  for  completeness. 
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Eight-Thirty 

A   tragedy  of  modem  life 
SCENE  1. 

The  breakfast  room  of  Mr.  John 
C.   Smithers. 

Time:  nine-thirty  on  the  first  day  of 
dayhght  saving. 

The  curtain  rises  disclosing  Mr. 
Smithers,  a  nervous  dyspeptic  looking 
little  man  drumming  his  fingers  impa- 
tiently on  the  table  in  front  of  him. 

Enter  a  maid. 

Mr.  Smithers:  "Breakfast!  How 
about  my  breakfast?  Isn't  breakfast 
ready  yet?" 

The  maid  (apologetically)  :  "Well, 
sir,  you  know  it's  really  only  half-past 
eight.      I — " 

Mr.  Smithers  (interrupting)  :  "It's 
half-past  nine  and  breakfast  should  be 
ready.      Please  be  quick." 

The  maid  (with  alacrity) :  "Yes, 
sir!" 

She  departs. 

Enter  Miss  Georgina  Smithers,  Mr. 
Smithers'   daughter. 

Mr.  Smithers  (making  an  effort  to 
be  pleasant  and  good  humored.): 
"Good-morning  my  dear!  Dull  this 
morning,  isn't  it?" 

Miss  Smithers  (with  a  yawn)  :  "Oh 
yes,  but  it  may  brighten  up  later.  It's 
really  only  eight-thirty,  you  know." 

Mr.    Smithers:    "Umph." 

Enter  Mr.  Ronald  Smithers,  a  youth 
of  twenty.     He  is  in  golf  knickers. 

Mr.  Smithers:  "Good  morning,  my 
son,  aren't  you  coming  to  church  with 
us  this  morning?" 

Mr.  Ronald  Smithers:  "Well,  Dad. 
I  honestly  hadn't  thought  much  about 
it  yet.  So  early  in  the  morning  you 
know.  It's  really  only  half-past 
eigh — " 

Mr.  Smithers  (interrupting,  with  a 
groan):   "Yes,  yes,  I  know!" 


Little  Brother  (in  audible  whisper):  "Wouldn't  it  be  more  exciting,  auntie,  if 
they  christened  babies  like  the^  do  ships,  by  cracking  them  over  the  nose  with 

a  bottle?" 


Sounds  of  some  one  singing  a  cheer- 
ful little  song  are  heard  in  the  passage- 
way. Mrs.  Smithers  enters.  She  is 
a    bright   middle-aged   woman. 

Mrs.  Smithers:  "Good  morning  all! 
Doesn't  it  seem  early!  You  know  it's 
really  only  half-past  eight!" 

Mr.  Smithers:   "Grr-r-r." 

Enter  the  maid. 


Mr.  Smithers  (impatiently) : 
"Where's  my  breakfast?" 

The  maid  (rather  reproachfully)  : 
"It  will  be  ready  in  just  a  minute,  sir! 
You  know  it's  really  only  half-past 
eight." 

Mrs.  Smithers,  Ronald  and  Geor- 
gina    (in    unison)  :    "Yes,    Dad,    you 

(Continued    on    page    87) 
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Aw  (hie)  can  ih'  chattersh — you  re  (hie)  searin    tK  fish  (hie)!" 


What  to  Remember 

That  you  and  not  the  train,  had  the 
right  of  way. 

Why  you  put  that  string  on  your 
finger. 

That  a  hot  dog  won't  bite. 

Money  cuts  no  figure  with  women. 

Never  walk  along  the  street  arm  in 
arm  with  a  poHceman  even  if  he 
is  your  best  friend,  without  chang- 
ing suits  with  him. 

Beautiful  young  widows  are  harmless 
if  you  are  rich. 

You  should  not  have  to  read  these 
precepts  twice. 

— W.   H.   Fraser. 

*  *       * 

It's  dangerous  to  make  love  to  an- 
other man's  wife;  but  it's  more  danger- 
ous to  make  love  to  his  widow. 

*  *       * 

It's  all  a  matter  of  viewpoint.  What 
is  romance  to  some  people  is  downright 
damfoohshness   to  others. 


"/  am  laid  you  went  in  for  speculation;  tell  me,  lOere  you  a  'buW  or  a  'bear'  ?" 
'Neither — /  Was  an  ass!" 
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These   New  Wide  Trousers 
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tfe^^Wfed  Hoiw^el^irty 


i4/rce  in  Wonderland  Meets 
the  WeeJi-Enders 


like 


N  THAT  direction," 
the  Cheshire  Cat  said, 
waving  its  right  paw 
around,  "lives  the 
Mad  Hatter;  and  in 
that  direction,"  wav- 
ing the  other  paw, 
"is  the  March  Hare's 
house  party.  Visit 
They   are   both   im- 


either  you 
moral." 

"But  I  don't  want  to  go  among  im- 
moral people,"  Alice  remarked. 

"Oh,  you  can't  help  that,"  said  the 


^\f.»(H*i'' 


Cat;  "we're  all  immor- 
al here.  I'm  immoral. 
You're  immoral." 

"How  do  you  know  I'm  immoral?" 
said  Alice. 

"You  must  be,"  said  the  Cat,  "or 
you   wouldn't   have   come   here." 

Alice  did  not  think  that  proved  it 
at  all,  however,  she  went  on,  "and 
how  do  you  know  that  you're  im- 
moral?" 

"To  begin  with,"  said  the  Cat,  "a 
dog's  not  immoral.     You  grant  that?" 

"I  suppose  so,"  said  Alice. 

"Well,  then,"  the  Cat  went  on, 
"you  see  a  dog  growls  when  it's  angry 
and  wags  its  tail  when  it's  pleased. 
Now  I  growl  when  I'm  pleased  and 
wag  my  tail  when  I'm  angry.  There- 
fore I'm  immoral."  The  Cat  vanished 
and  Alice  walked  on  in  the  direction 
in  which  the  March  Hare's  house  party 
was  said  to  be. 


As  she  approached  the  house  she 
could  hear  sounds  of  violent  altercation 
coming  from  it.  She  knocked  on  the 
door  and  as  no  one  came  she  walked 
in. 

A  lot  of  young  people  were  loung- 
ing dejectedly  in  chairs.  Every  now 
and  then  some  one  would  say  something 
and  then  they  would  all  start  to  argue 
at  once. 

"It's  a  good  day  for  some  golf," 
said  a  young  man  who  was  sipping  a 
cocktail. 

"It's  a  terrible  day  for  golf!"  said 
the  others  all  at  once.  "It  looks  as 
though  it  was  going  to  rain  any  min- 
ute." 

"I'd  like  to  play  Parchesi,"  said 
a  fat  girl  who  was  applying  a  raw 
beefsteak  to  a  black  eye. 

"You  would!"  said  all  the  others 
and  they  began  to  throw  things  at  her. 
Some  of  the  objects  came  near  to  hit- 


' — followed  by  a  girl  with  an  axe  in  her  hand." 
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ting  Alice  so  she  thought  she  ought  to 
say   something. 

"May  I  come  in?"  said  Alice. 

"Who  invited  you?"  asked  an  ugly 
looking  man  who  was  busy  breaking 
phonograph  records  over  his  knee. 

"Nobody."  said  Alice. 

"Then  it's  all  right."  said  the  ugly 
man,  "nobody  here  is  invited." 

"Then  why  did  you  come?"  Alice 
asked. 

"Why  did  you?"  said  the  man. 

"I  don't  know,"  Alice  replied. 

"Well,  neither  do  we,"  said  the 
others  all  at  once  and  began  scratching 
matches  and  throwing  them  on  tiie 
floor.  Those  who  were  smoking  cig- 
arettes dropped  them  all  on  the  carpet 
except  one  youth  who  was  busy  burn- 
ing grooves  in  the  piano  with  his.  While 
they  were  doing  this  a  poor,  thin  girl 
kept  running  around  picking  them  up 
and  putting  out  the  fires. 

U  she   the  March   Hare?  "   asked 
Alice. 

"Of  course  not,"  said  a  man  who 
was  emptymg  an  ash  tray  over  the  up- 
holstery, "she's  only  the  hostess.  What 
foolish  questions  you  ask!"  "Your 
hair  wants  cutting,"  said  a  tall  girl 
with  a  boyish  bob,  "let  me  give  you 
a  shingle." 

All  the  girls  began  rushing  at  Alice 
with  scissors  and  crying,  "No,  let  me. 
I  saw  her  first.      I  saw  her  first." 

Alice  was  sure  she  would  have  been 
hacked  to  pieces  if  they  had  not  been 
interrupted  by  a  young  man  who  came 
rushing  into  the  room  with  blood 
streaming   from   his   face,    followed  by 

(Continued   on    page    37) 


On  Leaving  Town 

Every  time  I  decide  to  leave  town 
I  find  it  so  difficult. 

There  is  always  such  a  lot  of  things 
that  crop  up  at  the  last  minute  that 
make  it  almost  impossible  for  me  to 
get  away. 

I  get  everything  packed  and  ready, 
when  suddenly  the  telephone  rmgs  and 
Fred  insists  that  I  come  over  to  his 
apartments  for  a  little  while. 

He  is  giving  a  small  party,  and  I've 
got  to  come. 

Just  for  a  few  minutes. 

Well,  I  drop  in  at  Fred's,  and  be- 
fore I  know  it,  I'm  clogging  on  top 
of  the  piano,  with  my  coat  on  inside 
out,  and  it's  half  past  three  in  the 
mornmg. 

Somehow,  the  next  day  I  don't  feel 
like  leaving  towTi. 

I  haven't  the  same  energy. 

Another  time,  I'll  be  just  about 
to  push  off,  when  Joe  will  drop  in. 

He  doesn't  want  to  delay  me,  he 
says,  but  he  would  like  me  to  meet 
a  little  cousin  of  his. 

He's  told  her  so  much  about  me. 

Yes,  she's  in  the  taxi,  outside. 

Well,  the  next  thing  I  know,  the 
last  train  for  the  country  has  been 
gone  two  hours,  and  I  find  myself 
telling  the  little  cousin  that  she  has 
eyes  like  the  Mediterranean,  and  it 
seems  as  if  I'd  known  her  for  such 
a  long  time. 

Only  yesterday  I  tried  it  again 

And  actually  got  to  the  station. 

I  was  buying  my  ticket 
when  someone  slapped 
me  on  the  back,  and  I 
heard  a  familiar  voice. 

It  was   Harry. 

He,  too,  was 
off  for  the  coun- 
try and  strangely 
enough,  was  head- 
ed for  the  same 
place  as   I. 

But  first  he 
wanted  me  to 
take  a  nip  of  some 
very  fine  Scotch 
he  had  just  pur- 
chased. 

Just  a  little 
nip. 

Fverytime        I 
decide     to     leave 
town,  I  find  it  so 
difficult. 
— John   Torcross. 
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!  Blanks! 

articles  like  this. 


At  fKjint  range. 

Fill  in  the . 

I  thought  it  was  a  

looks. 

Mount  . 


cartridge! 


.1 


.1 1 


! !      said   the 

villain  in  the  polite  story. 

Let  this  be  the  last  article  depending 

on for  its humor! 

END 

*      *      * 

"I  am  astonished  to  discover,"  said 
Luke  Wrongword,  the  proofreader, 
"that  you  have  been  casting  asparagus 
on  my  reputation.  " 


"What  started  the  explosion?" 

"The  powder  on  father's  sleeOe  when  he  came  home  from 
the  lodge  meeting." 
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Cogitations  of  a  Cub 

The  darndest  dub  I  ever  interviewed 
was — I  make  the  statement  with  hand 
on  my  heart  and  damp  finger  across 
my  chin — a  newspaper  editor.  Not 
my  own  naturally — and  from  motives 
of  discretion.  And  he  wasn't  resign- 
ed from  tlie  job  either.  On  the  con- 
trary he  was  at  the  height  of  whatever 
glory  pertains  to  a  newspaper  editor. 
In  the  word's  of  the  sporting  element, 
going  strong. 

In  his  old  home  town — no  slouch  of 
a  place  either  if  he  was  to  be  believed 
(in  which  case  it  is  well  to  keep  his 
occupation  in  mind) — he  undoubtedly 
ruled  with  a  pencil  of  stout  oak  and 
rammed  the  lead  through  the  cub's 
effusions  with  a  nimble  finger  and  hot 
heart. 

Yet  that  accursed  old  curmudgeon 
kept  me  there  three  quarters  of  an  hour 
blatting  about  his  early  experiences. 
Gave  me  an  interview  that,  had  I 
turned  it  in  to  our  paper  would  have 
gained  for  me  instanter  the  grand  razz. 
Such  is  human  nature.  I  might  go  on 
at  length  to  deduce  some  of  a  philos- 
ophy from  this,  had  I  the  time,  your 
editor  the  space,  and  you  the  patience, 
but  the  only  thing  I  can  centre  my 
thoughts  on  with  any  degree  of  clarity 
and  exactitude,  is  the  fact  that  he  was 
a  blamed  old  fool.  I  nightly  pray  that 
when  finally  Gabriel  does  tune  up,  he 
will  alight  on  this  particular  editor's 
ear  for  a  four-hour  solo. 

— John  Hurley. 


"Dinna  crl;,  ma  Wee  laddie.    If  ^e  carina  find  yer  penny  afore  dark,  here's 
a  match." 


'S  Too  Much 


Bjorn  Bjornsen  stood  stolidly  at  the 
door  of  his  barn,  the  cold  emotionless 
spirit  of  his  Iceland  home  reflected  in 
his  strong  face.  He  watched  the  bail- 
iff driving  away  his  cattle,  his  cattle 
that  had  been  his  and  his  father's  be- 
fore him  and  his  grandfather's  and 
goodness  knows  how  many  others'  be- 
fore that.  He  turned  to  his  wife.  For 
years  she  had  been  his  constant  com- 
panion, had  struggled  beside  him.    She 


Help  Wanted 


was  getting  dinner.  They  ate  in 
silence. 

Two  years  later  Bjorn  stood  in  the 
same  spot,  a  little  stolider  if  anything. 
It  was  too  bad,  he  mused,  that  his 
enemy  should  have  chosen  this  time  to 
set  fire  to  his  barn,  just  when  he  had 
brought  in  the  harvest  with  his  two 
strong  hands  and  was  beginning  to  get 
so  attached  to  the  new  cattle.  Life  was 
strange,  he  thought,  as  he  watched  the 
roof  fall  in  and  the  sparks  spreading  to 
the  hen  house.  He  sighed  and  went  in 
to  his  dinner. 

"Bjorn,"  said  his  wife  when  they 
were  seated,  "I  have  bad  news  for  you. 
Our  eldest  daughter  has  run  off  with 
the  young  nobleman  from  Helsfjord- 
berg  and  little  Ole  has  drowTied  him- 
self in  the  well.  Also,  I  almost  forgot, 
the  two  other  children  fell  into  the 
volcano  just  after  lunch." 

"Life  is  hard,"  said  Bjorn,  "Pass 
the  beans." 

It  was  ten  years  later  that  the  blow 
fell.  Bjorn  rushed  madly  about  the 
house.  In  a  frenzy  he  broke  the  chairs 
and  table.  Shrieking  with  fury  he 
pounced  upon  his  faithful  spouse  and 
wrung  her  neck.  It  was  too  much. 
She  had  taken  to  eating  crackers  in 
bed.  — Stephen  Moon. 
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How   It  Happens 

A  Romance  of  To-day 
In  Three  Acts 
Act  I. 
Scene;    a  supper  restaurant. 
He — You   foxtrot   divinely. 
She  —  It's    because   you    dance    so 
well,  Jack. 

He — Where  shall  we  go,  now? 
She — Let's  try  that  new  place — the 
Club  de  Riff-Raff.    It  stays  open  all 
night. 

He  — Splendid!      Waiter!      The 
check. 

Act  II. 
Scene:     the   interior   of   a    taxi-cab. 
Two  weeks  later. 

He — It's  only   5   a.m.     Let's  drive 
around  the  park  once  more. 
She — Yes.     Let's. 
He — -It's    silly    to    think    of    going 
home  so  early. 

She — Of  course  it  is. 

He — Will  you  marry  me? 

She — Yes,  Jack. 

Act  III. 

furnished    flat 


Scene :     a 
months  later. 

He— But 
cook! 

She— You 
could. 


Three 

I     thought     you     could 
never    asked    me    if    I 


Frosh — "What  did  you  get  for 
passing  your  exams  i>" 

Soph — "Have  you  seen  those  new 
sport  model  Cadillac  roadsters?" 

"Yes!  yes!" 

"Well,  I  got  five  bucks" 


Q&.(^ 


'They  say  Marg.  celebrated  her  twenty-second  birthday  yesterday." 
'What,  again!" 


He — And  sew. 

She — I've  never  tried. 

He— And  keep  house. 

She — No.  I  know  nothing  about 
keeping  house. 

He — Nothing  about  keeping  house! 

She — Nothing. 

He — But  this  is  terrible!  Why,  I 
had  no  idea — 

She — No  idea!  No  idea!  That's 
just  it.  You've  never  had  an  idea  in 
your  entire  life! 


He  —  Can't     coo 
Can't  keep  house! 


k!      Can't     sew! 


She — Not  a  single  idea  about  any- 
thing! And  you  expect  me  to  slave 
for  you — to  drudge — to  wear  myself 
out.  Well,  I  tell  you,  I  won't  stand 
for  it.  That's  what!  I  won't  stand 
for  it  a  second  longer. 

He  (simultaneously) — A  nice  mess 
I've  made  of  it  all  right!  Married  a 
woman  who  can't  do  a  blessed  thing. 
Not  a  thing!  Doesn't  know  how  to 
cook  or  sew  and  can't  keep  house. 
Well,  I  know  what  I'll  do.  I'll  clear 
right  out!     Right  out,  this  minute! 

—CCS. 
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Smmistational  ^gain 


SUPPOSING  a  real  estate  corporation  were  to  do  a 
lot  of  development  work  on  a  large  tract  of  land  on 
the  outskirts  of  some  city.  Supposing  they  were  to  sub- 
divide it,  improve  it,  put  down  sewers,  lay  side-walks, 
pave  the  roads  and  generally  clean  the  whole  place  up. 
Supposing  they  were  to  do  all  these  things  and  then 
supposing  that  they  were  to  stop  very  seriously  trying  to 
get  people  to  buy  lots  and  come  to  live  in  their  sub- 
division. Not  only  would  they  be  certain  to  lose  a  lot 
of  money  in  their  project,  but  they  would  almost  certainly 
be  regarded  by  their  competitors  either  as  lunatics  or  as, 
at  the  mildest,  extremely  poor  business  men. 

Canada  at  the  present  time  is  in  the  position  of  being 
over-improved,  over-developed  in  comparison  to  its  pop- 
ulation. This  is  a  fact  that  is  admitted  by  all  authorities, 
and  there  is  not  the  least  reason  for  hiding  it.  Neither 
is  there  any  reason  to  be  particularly  depressed  about 
the  situation.  It  is  infinitely  better  to  be  in  the  position 
in  which  Canada  now  finds  herself  than  to  be  like  some 
of  the  countries  of  Europe,  to  have  an  unwieldy,  over- 
size population,  to  lack  natural  resources  and  to  have  no 
means  of  improving  the  country. 

Canada  is  like  an  out-lying  sub-division,  improved  and 
ready  for  occupancy,  whose  owners  either  through  lazi- 


ness, weakness  or  some  other  cause  are  unable  to  attract 
to  it  an  adequate  number  of  settlers. 

There  is  hardly  a  national  problem  of  Canada  to-day 
which  would  not  be  solved  by  an  aggressive  open-door 
immigration  policy  combined  with  a  sufficiently  high 
protective  tariff  to  insure  work  for  the  immigrants  once 
they  were  landed  in  this  country. 

This  is  no  time  to  pick  and  choose  the  type  of  settler 
who  is  most  desirable.  As  a  matter  of  fact  it  should  be 
clear  to  every  one  that  Canada  in  time  is  bound  to  get 
some  of  all  types  anyway  and  the  best  and  sanest  course 
of  procedure  at  the  present  time  would  be  to  hold  wide 
the  door  to  every  healthy  and  reasonably  intelligent 
prospective  settler  of  no  matter  what  nationality  or  creed. 

Canada  has  all  sorts  of  prospects,  of  undeveloped 
sources  of  wealth,  of  unexploited  industries.  There  is 
room  in  the  country  for  many  times  the  population  which 
she  now  possesses.  Likewise  to  support  the  cost  of  the 
improvements  that  have  been  made  in  the  country,  to 
support,  in  short,  the  costs  of  civilization  she  needs  more 
people.  Not  to  spend  every  energy  in  fostering  immigra- 
tion is  to  lay  ourselves  open  to  the  charge  of  rank  stu- 
pidity and,  incidentally,  to  invite  disaster. 
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Lady  (to  tramp):  "Now  go  away  or  I'll  call  my  husband." 

Tramp:  "Oh,   'im.      I  know  'im.      'E's  the  little  feller  who  told  me  yesterday  to  go  away  or  he'd  call  his  wife!' 


C9DLIN 


How  It  Started. 


Wedding   Guests 

Wedding  Guests  that  giggle  during  the  ceremony. 
....  Wedding  Guests  that  make  for  the  punch  imme- 
diately after  the  ceremony.  .  .  .The  Wedding  Guest  who 
says  he  used  to  know  the  bride  in  a  knowing  way .... 
The  Wedding  Guest  who  looks  so  glum  that  strangers 
take  him  for  ai  private  detective ....  The  Wedding 
Guests  that  stuff  confetti  down  the  groom's  neck .... 
The  Wedding  Guest  who  introduced  the  bride  and 
groom  in  the  first  place ....  The  Wedding  Guest  who 
falls  asleep  in  the  kitchen. 


This  Wedding  Present  Graft 

One  of  the  most  vicious  features  of  this  wedding 
present  graft  is  so  subtle  that  it  has  escaped  exposure 
to  date.  It  consists  of  a  sort  of  polite  double-crossing, 
and  it  reacts  (naturally)  to  the  benefit  of  the  females 
of  the  species.  Any  married  man  will  tell  you  about  it. 
It  was  first  brought  to  my  attention  in  a  startling  man- 
ner when  visiting  a  friend  and  his  wife  who  had  been 
married  over  thirty  years.  Their  home  was  delightful. 
Everything  to  add  to  the  comfort  of  the  modern  couple 
was  present.  Beside  a  luxurious  arm  chair  stood  a 
delightful  tobacco  cabinet.  Upon  the  table  in  the  centre 
of  the  room  one  found  almost  a  few  too  many  of  those 
attractive  odds  and  ends  of  the  fashionable  shops  which, 
charm  the  eye  and  rob  the  purse.  At  dinner  the  array 
of  fascinating  silver  non-essentials  that  graced  the  over- 
festive  board  quite  took  one's  breath  away.  My  en- 
thusiasm overcame  my  good  taste  and  I  could  not  refrain 
from  remarking  upon  them  to  my  host. 


Mother:    "/  don't  like  the  looks  of  that  young  Robin- 


son. 


Daughter:    "But  you  should  see  the  ones  he  gives  me. 


■  y 


"Air-tight!" 


"Ah,"  he  said.  "Charming,  aren't  they?  They 
are  all  wedding  presents." 

"But,"  I  exclaimed,  "they  are  all  the  very  latest 
whim  of  fashion,  as  new  looking  as  if  they  had  been 
bought  last  week!" 

"That's  just  it,"  said  he.  "Some  of  them  were 
bought  last  week.  The  Murrays  and  the  Browns  were 
married  last  week.  Last  March,  Claude  Fletcher  and 
Kitty  Little  were  married;  that's  when  we  got  this 
muffin  dish.  You  see  that  artistic  rose  jar?  That  was 
from  the  Benchley  wedding,  while  the  tea  wagon,  this 
cup  and  saucer  .xnd  the  rug  in  the  hall  were  the  by- 
products of  our  friends'  matrimonial  ventures  of  the 
winter." 

Since  that  occasion,  and  as  a  result  of  personal  re- 
search (at  no  small  expense)  I  have  formulated  a  hard 
and  fast  rule  for  husbands,  to  wit: 

"//  you  must  buy  wedding  gifts,  don't  have  them 
sent  home  first!"  — J.E.M. 


f^iu  ^y.^ri. 


"There's  the  creature  young  Longacres  broke  off  his  engagement  with. 
"Do  you  think  she's  taking  it  to  heart?" 
"I  don't  know,  but  she's  taking  it  to  court." 
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Visitor:  "Isn't  that  sweater  you  re  knitting  for  the  bazaar  rather  small?" 
Small  Cirl:  "Oh,  my  goodness,  it  isnt  meant  to  wear!" 


The  House 

She  rushed  toward  the  house  with 
all  the  determination  of  an  infuriated 
bull.  Her  husband  followed  three 
paces  in  the  rear.  The  man  who  an- 
swered her  knocking  upon  the  door 
was  small  and  apologetic. 

"Is  this  the  house  that  was  adver- 
tised for  sale  last  week?"  she  de- 
manded. 

"It  is,"  said  the  little  man. 

"May  we  look  it  over?" 

"Certainly." 

He  timidly  made  way  as  the  woman 
and  her  husband  breezed  past.  They 
inspected  the  living  room. 

"The  room,"  she  decided,  "is  def- 
initely badly  plannetj  but  might  be 
made  to  appear  better  if  the  furniture 
were  not  so  atrocious." 

The  drawing  room  was  next 
regarded. 


"Terrible!"  she  said,  "A  perfect 
barn!" 

The  little  man  winced   perceptibly. 

"I  hope  you'll  prefer  the  dining 
room,"  he  said,  "my  wife  and  I  think 
it's  rather  nice." 

She  charged  in  the  direction  indi- 
cated. A  frown  gathered  over  her 
face. 

"In  my  opinion,"  she  declared, 
"the  dining  room  is  a  dungeon.  How 
any  one  could  stand  it  more  than  a 
week  is  beyond  me.  The  lighting  will 
cause  nervous  breakdowns  for  the  new 
owners  in  no  time.  The  wall  paper  is 
hideous  and  will  probably  bring  about 
eye  trouble.  The  staircase  in  the  hall 
is  beyond  words.  Everything  is  in  the 
worst  possible  taste." 

They  had  reached  the  front  door 
again.    She  turned  to  their  guide. 

"You  can't  be  asking  much  for  it," 
she  said.    "Personally  I  don't  see  how 


you  can  expect  anyone  to  buy  at  any 
price." 

"Well,"     replied     the     little     man, 
"We    don't    really.     You    see    I    only 
bought  it  myself  last  Monday." 
*       *       * 

Paradise 

When  the  sands  of  Life  have  sped 
And  I've  joined  the  hosts  of  dead, 
There   will   loom   a  dreadful   question 

in   my   mind, 
All  my  terror  and  my  fear 
Will,    however,    disappear 
And   I'll    know   that   I'm    in    Heaven 

when  I  find — 
Rows  of  empty,  golden  chairs. 
While  in  sad,  dejected  pairs 
With  their  silver  scissors  shining  in  the 

sun. 
Hairless  barbers  will  await 
Cursing  soundlessly  their  Fate, 
For  those  damned,  despairing  barbers 

will    be    dumb!        —F.P.L.W. 
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MILKMAID  -  HAS  WORkEP  VERy  Y/\ST  IN 

Recent  MORNi\M(5-  Trials. 


LADY  GAZOOZIT  ~  A  SN^py  Trick 

AND  WILL  ^E  OUT  fOR  A 
KILLIMG-. 

9 


ffeRUVlAN  PRIMCE      -    A  SPRINTER  THAT 
WILL  TARE  SOM&  5EATIMGr 


^^^  ^^ 


UAPIMGr  L&NA  —  YME  fiRsT 
TlM^  OVER  TME  c>UMPS  SHOULD 
5eE  her  DOWM  1M  fRONT. 


%^ 


TEMDER  TENDOWS 
—  4  GLUTTON  FOR 

Mud  —fairly  eats 
up  a  nice  slopp;^  track  • 


From  our  own  docker. — Keep  these  under  your  hat. 
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A  House  in  the  Country 

(After  Kipling) 


'There's  nothing  hke  the  countryside," 
said  Green  of  Greenwood  Glade. 

'I'll  bet  it's  fine,  I'll  bet  it's  fine,"  the 
city  feller  said. 


'Why    don't    you    take    a    house,    a 
house?"   asked  Green  of  Green- 
wood Glade. 
'I've  looked  for  one  for  half  a  year," 
the  city  feller  said. 
"But  they're  full  up  in  the  suburbs, 

an'  I  cannot  find  a  place. 
The  real  estating  fellows  run  when- 
e'er they  see  my  face; 
I'm  clean  fed  up  with  city  life  and 

city  populace. 
An'  I  know  I'd  love  the  suburbs  in 
the  mornin'." 
'Now    I've    a    place    that's    just    the 
thing,"  said  Green  of  Greenwood 
Glade. 
'I'd  give  a  pile  to  have  one,  too,"  the 

city  feller  said. 

'Well,    if   your   pile    is   big    enough," 

said  Green  of  Greenwood  Glade, 

'I'll  see  what  I  can  do."    "Hurrah," 

the  city   feller  said. 

"Then    I'll   hop   up   in   the   mornin' 

just  as  glad  as  I  can  be. 
An'   I'll    fill   my  lungs   with   atmos- 
phere,  that's  good,   an'   pure  an' 
free; 
An'  I'll  run  down  to  the  station  for 
the  seven-fifty-three. 


Oh,  I  know  I'll  love  the  suburbs  in 
the  mornin'." 
"Where  is  this  house  you  talk  about?" 

the  city   feller  said. 
"It's    my    own    place,    it's    my    own 
place,"    said    Green    of    Green- 
wood Glade. 
"But  how  come  that  you're  selling  it?" 

the  city  feller  said. 
"You    don't    know    how    I    miss    the 
town,  "     said    Green    of    Green- 
wood Glade. 
"Where    I    can    jump    up    in    the 
mornin',  an'  can  hear  the  street- 
cars roar. 
An'    still    find    last   week's    garbage 

can  a-sittin'  at  my  door ; 
The  country?     Boy,  it's  yours,   an' 

yours  forever  more! 
Oh    God,    I    love    the    city    in    the 
mornin'!"  —W.K..Z. 

*       *       * 

A    Limerick 

There  was  a  young  fellow  named  Dan, 
Who  lived  down  in  old  Alabam' 
When  asked,  "Do  you  booze?" 
He  replied,  "When  I  choose." 
"Applesauce,"    and    "    So's    your    old 
man!" 


On  Wedding  Receptions 

In  the  last  thirteen  years  I  have  attended  11,273 
wedding  receptions,  though  I  am  still  unable  to  smoke 
a  cigarette  with  any  degree  of  comfort,  while  balancing 
a  plate  of  salad  on  either  knee,  and  grasping  in  each 
hand  a  glass  of  punch. 

At  some  period  during  all  wedding  receptions  I  in- 
variably find  myself  buttonholed  by  some  old  lady  who 
smiles  tenderly,  and  murmurs:  "Doesn't  the  bride  look 
sweet!"  I  have  never  kissed  the  bridegroom  by  mis- 
take. 

Wedding  receptions  minus  liquid  stimulation  affect  me 
in  much  the  same  manner  as  a  bath  tub  minus  a  plug. 
I  have  always  found  it  advisable  not  to  offend  the  fel- 
low who  is  in  charge  of  the  champagne. 

Friendships  are  so  easily  formed  at  wedding  recep- 
tions— that  is,  of  course,  at  those  receptions  where  one's 
thirst  is  actually  quenched — happy,  delightful  friend- 
ships, and  we  suddenly  discover  ourselves  in  the  pantry 
toasting  a  little  old  man  with  a  white  bang,  whom  we 
first  thought  so  painfully  stuffy,  or  chuckling  over  a 
screamingly  droll  anecdote,  whispered  to  us  by  some 
perfect  stranger  behind  a  rubber  plant.  Then,  there 
is  always  the  Life  of  the  Party,  who  fills  the  lemonade 
punch  three-quarters  full  of  gin. 

I  consider  a  well  manoeuvred  wedding  reception  one 
of  the  very  best  excuses  for  marriage. 

— Charles  C.  Shaw. 


A  night  hawk  calling  to  its  mate. 
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VY/'OULD  I  were  in  far  Zambezi. 
Out  where  life  is  free  and  easy, 
Where  the  moral  code  quite  lax  is 
And  they  have  no  mcome  taxes, 
Where  they  need  no  liquor  vendors 
And  the  men  don't  wear  suspenders. 
Four-plus-fours  or  mauve  pyjamas 
And  the  great  big  chocolate  mammas 
Can  be  bought  for  twenty  goats  or 
Less.      They  never  need  new  coats  or 
Hats.     You  sort    em  and  you  grade    em ; 
When  they're  getting  old  you  trade  'em 
For  a  keg  of  good  corn  licker. 
Life  goes  smoother  there  and  quicker. 
Free  from  wise-cracks,  bores  and  poses. 
There  they  have  no  halitosis 
And  the  big  rhinoceroses 
Play  at  Ring  Around  the  Roses 
All  night  long  or  with  their  noses 
Scratch  your  back  if  you  disposes. 

— J.  E.  McDougall. 


M  .E>,  -X^^t — » 


Fella:    "You   speak   of   Anna — she   is    the    greatest 
danseuse." 

Critic:   "Barely,  perhaps,   barely." 


Barber:  "What  makes  you  think  I  should  be 
wealthy?" 

Patron:  "Because  youVe  had  so  much  experience 
trimming  people!" 

Oh  June! 

Why  June  is  the  most  popular  month  for  weddings 
is  hard  to  understand.  In  June  the  bride-groom  to  be 
saunters  into  the  boss's  office  effecting  a  nonchalant  air 
and  requests  a  two  weeks'  holiday  (most  employers  I 
am  told  are  under  the  impression  that  it  takes  two  weeks 
to  get  legally  married)  and  suggests  a  slight  raise.  After 
this  it  would  hardly  be  right  to  expect  the  usual  summer 
holiday  in  addition  and  the  bride  is  forced  to  put  up 
with  her  first  long-drawn-out  summer  in  the  stifling  city, 
estimated  to  be  the  cause  of  39.6  per  cent,  of  first  quar- 
rels. June  is  too  near  summer.  The  winter  months  do 
not  lend  themselves  readily  to  so  merry  an  occasion 
but  a  date  in  between  suggests  itself.     April — say  April 

ths  first. 

*       m       * 

Y.M.H.A.  ladies'  basketball  team  leaves  for  Ed- 
monton. — Toronto  Globe,  April  23. 

Oh,  well,  the  men  will  get  them  some  day  anyway. 


20 


C9DLIN 


Episodes  in  the  Life  of  a 
Movie  Star 

By  George  B.  Jenkins 

1 .  Myrtle  told  me  that  she  loved 
me  for  myself  alone,  the  fact  that  I 
was  in  pictures  did  not  affect  her  af- 
fections. Our  discovery  that  we  were 
perfectly  suited  to  each  other  com- 
cided  with  my  first  engagement  as  an 
extra.  Every  time  I  passed  by  her 
house  on  the  way  home  from  the 
studio,  she  stopped  me  and  asked 
what  had  happened  during  the  day. 
She  was  lovely. 

One  evening,  as  we  strolled  in  the 
moonlight,  I  told  her  my  plans  for 
the  future.  These  included  marrying 
her  and  making  a  great  hit  upon  the 
screen.  By  chance,  we  met  an  assis- 
tant camera  man.  I  introduced  her. 
Immediately  she  found  that  she  liked 
him  better. 

2.  After  I  had  recovered  from  the 
shock  of  Myrtle's  transferable  affec- 
tions, I  met  Janice.  At  the  time,  I 
was  playing  second  leads.  Janice  was 
sure  that  I  would  one  day  become  a 
star.  She  was  merely  a  "bit"  actress, 
beautiful,  but  without  influence.  She 
told  me  she  would  like  me  even  if  I 
were  only  a  scenario  writer. 

We  went  cabareting  together  one 
night,  and  I  introduced  Janice  to  the 
director  of  the  picture  in  which  I  was 
then  working.  Janice  became  unap- 
proachable from  that  evening,  utterly 
forgetting  that  we  had  planned  to 
marry  when  I  became  a  star.  Her  in- 
fatuation for  the  director  was  decid- 
edly swift,   a  remarkably  sudden  one. 

3.  After  a  slow  pick-up  from  the 
surprise  of  Janice's  unstability,  I  met 
Lorreen.  Though  I  was  a  star,  she 
swore  that  my  income,  fame,  standing 
m  the  profession,  and  manly  beauty 
had  nothing  to  do  with  the  deep  and 
abidmg  love  she  had  for  me.  She 
cared  for  me,  she  said,  for  my  char- 
acter, my  disposition,  myself.  She  had 
a  delicately  oval  face,  eyes  of  warm 
gold,  a  mouth  like  honey  rose  petals, 
a  lissom,  graceful  body. 

One  evening,  I  took  her  in  my  car 
to  a  slick  party  being  thrown  by  the 
backer  of  the  picture.  He  was  not  an 
attractive-looking  person,  but  Lorreen 
lost  her  head  to  him  at  once.  Not 
another  line  did  she  v^ite  me,   never 


CORRESPONDENCE 

Stephen  Moon,  whose  literary  ef-  another  hie  town  like  chicago  he  re- 
forts  are  familiar  to  Goblin  readers,  plied  by  the  way  talking  of  fair  cities 
writes  in  part  as  follows  from  do  you  recall  what  happened  when  i 
Montreal:  protested  to  the  toronto  transportation 

"i     was     walking     across     phillips  commission    about   the   increase   in   the 

square  here  the  other  day  when  a  man  street  car  rates  toronto  is  a  fair  city  i 

came   up   to   me   and    said   you   are    a  said  it  is  a   seven  cent  fare  city  they 

mcgill  student  arent  you  no  i  replied  i  answered  that  idea  is  pinched  did  i  tell 

have   been   sick  thats   why   i   look   this  you  that  owing  to  my  stooping  posture 

way  among  other  things  i  make  it  my  i  am  now  known  amongst  my  intimates 

business  to  ask  visitors  how  they  enjoy  as   the   hunchback    of   notre   dame   de 

our    fair   city    the    other   day    i   met   a  grace  well  i  am  going  out  to  have  a 

man  in  the  mount  royal  who  said  he  beer  now 

was  from  chicago  however  as  he  was  hoping  you  are  the  same 

not  carrying  a  gun  i  am  not  sure  how  yours  sincerely 

do  you  like   montreal   said  i  it  is  just  Stephen  moon  b  a" 


again  did  she  telephone  me,   not  once 
was  she  at  home  when  I  called. 

4.  At  present,  I  am  dining  and  en- 
tertaining a  girl  who  is  unquestionably 
ugly.  Moving  pictures  she  detests ; 
she  insists  that  I  retire  from  them  at 
the  earliest  possible  second.  I  have 
taken  an  oath  never  to  introduce  her 
to  anyone   who  is  even   remotely   con 


Ophelia:    "To  be  massaged  or   not 
to  be,   that  is   the  question." 

Hamlet:  "Aye,  there's  the  rub." 

*  *       * 

"There's  one  person  that  agrees  with 
me,"  said  the  cannibal. 

*  *       * 
Mr.      Hardup:      "Where     is     that 


nected  with  the  profession.     For  when      whiskbroom?" 
they  once  think  they  see  a  chance  of  Mrs.    H. :    "We   had   it   for   break- 

getting  into  the  films.  .  .  .  fast." 


Aunt:  "My  dear,  I  have  been  asked  to  kick  off  al  the  Sunday  School  football 

match.      What  do  you  think  I  ought  to  Wear?" 

Niece;  "Qh,  I  should  think  just  the  regulation  knickers  and  jersey!" 
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The  Greatest  Debater  of  all  Time 

An  Incident  in  the  Career  of  a  Great  Orator 

"...  and  so,  gentlemen,  I  maintain,  and  ever  shall 
while  brave  hearts  answer  the  challenge  to  battle  for 
Freedom  and  the  grandest  flag  the  world  has  ever 
known  flies  o'er  this  spacious  land  that  the  army  must 
be  a  glorious  institution  in  our  national  life. 

"And  when  we  say  We've  always  won. 
And  when  (hey  ask  us  how  it's  done; 
We'll  proudly  point  to  every  one 
Of  Britain's  Soldiers  of  the  King!" 
Deafening  applause.    Greatest  debater  of  all  time !  Won 
by   tremendous  eloquence.     Cheers    for    Hector   Strong! 
Hurra-a-ah ! 

"Thank  you,  gentlemen,  thank  you!" 

People  like  that.  Simple  and  unassuming.  Just  thank 
you,  that's  all.  Hector  Strong,  greatest  debater  of  all 
time.  Wish  Maud  were  here.  Won't  bslieve  it  when 
I  tell  her.  Overwhelmed  me  with  congratulations.  Wait 
till  she  sees  the  morning  papers  though.  Wonderful 
gift  for  argument.    Equal  to  any  occasion. 

"Thanks,  Fred,  just  a  small  one.  No,  no,  stop,  that's 
too  much,  I  really  shouldn't.  Good  though.  Thank 
you,  Tom,  not  at  all,  anybody  could  have  done  it.  No, 
no  more.  Well,  suppose  I  must  reply  to  the  toast.  Whoa! 
I  wasn't  looking  that's  away  too  much.    Gentlemen  .  . 

Wait  for  the  morning  papers.  HECTOR  STRONG 
SWAYS  LARGE  AUDIENCE  AT  MUNICI- 
PAL HALL.  Upholds  Empire  Traditions.  Smaller 
type  that.  Probably  a  column.  Reporters  seemed  pretty 
busy.  Wait  till  Maud  sees  that.  Greatest  debater  of  all 
time. 

"Well,  just  a  small  one,  Fred,  mus'  get  home.  Gotta 
get  t'   office  tomorra   bright  'n'   early.     I'll   take  soda. 


Men  About  Town 

By  Ziegfeld: 
The  Keeper  of  the  Tough  Joint. 


The  Cat:  ''Poor  things!  Someone's  sure  to  throw  a 
boot  at  them  soon!" 

thanks.  Gentlemen,  I  give  you  the  Solshers  of  th' 
Queen,   God  bless  her!" 

"Hi!    Taxi!    427  Mark  Street." 

Oh,  boy!  Greatest  debater  of  all  time!  Wait  till 
Maud  sees  greates'  .  .  .  Solshers  of  th'  Queen,  m'lads 
.    .    .  Solshers  .    .    . 

"Wassat?  $14.85.  Nonsunse,  m'lad,  nonsunse. 
Never  did  tell  you  t'drive  me  'roun'  th'  park.  Zer'n'y 
neve'r  did.    G'way!" 

"Alright,  bozo,  pony  up  the  $14.85  or  I'll  bust  you 
right  on  the  nose,  seel" 

"Zay,  d'you  know  who  you're  attempting  t'argue 
with?  I'm  Hector  Strong,  greatest  little  debater  on 
four  wheels." 

"Well,  what  about  it?  I'm  Chesnut  Street  Pete, 
the  best  mauler  in  the  cab  business  an'  I'm  gonna  git 
$14.85  cash  or  $14.85  wortha  practice  outa  ye  right 
now.    Whadduye  say  to  that?" 

"All  ri'  then.  Be  arbitrarary  about  it.  Take  excep- 
tion to  unparlormentary  languish.  You  think  you  can 
—Oof!" 

^  Tr  V  V 

"Offser,  it  was  a  taxi  driver  absholuly.  Wasn't  tryin' 
to  sleep  inna  gutter  atall.  Hit  me  in  the  eye.  'Sallright, 
I'll  go  quietly    ..." 

Extract  from  morning  paper:  Last  night  Hector 
Strong  proved  conclusively  that  with  his  divine  gift  of 
fluency  he  was  equal  to  any  occasion. 

— Alien  Daniels. 
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Aunt  Mary 

I  AM  not  at  all  sure  that  my  wife 
approves  of  Aunt  Mary.  Not 
that  she  ever  says  anything,  mind 
you,  because  she  doesn't ;  the  only 
thing  that  gives  me  that  impression  is 
that  when  I  arrive  home  for  dmner 
about  fifteen  minutes  late  and  happen 
to  mention  casually  that  I  dropped  m 
to  see  Aunt  Mary  on  my  way  up  she 
gives  exactly  the  same  sort  of  sniff  as 
she  does  when  I  say,  "Saw  George 
Hooker  to-day,  he's  been  on  another 
bender,  "  or  "I  notice  the 
widow  across  the  street  has 
another  new  car,"  or  some- 
thing   like    that. 

Cicely,  that's  Aileen's  (my 
wife)  sister,  says  that  the 
trouble  with  Aunt  Mary  is 
that  she  is  trying  to  combme 
mid-Victorianism  with  the 
things  she  has  read  about  in 
Vanity  Fair  and  Carl  Van 
Vechten's    novels. 

Personally  I  don't  think 
that  is  quite  fair.  I  don't 
think  Aunt  Mary  is  trying  to 
do  anything.  I  think  she  is 
just  being  herself  and  having 
a  whale  of  a  good  time  over 
it   at   that. 

Whose  business  is  it,  any- 
way, if  Aunt  Mary  chose  to 
replace  the  iron  deer  which 
has  stood  on  the  front  lawn 
since  1 860  or  thereabouts 
with  a  modern  French  piece  by  some 
sculptor  of  the  impressionistic  school? 
And  as  for  the  electrolier,  designed  by 
Rube  Goldberg,  which  hangs  in  her 
drawing  room,  it  is  certainly  a  whole 
lot  more  interesting  than  the  enormous, 
cut-glass  monstrosity  which  used  to 
hang  there. 

Why,  also,  should  anyone  object 
if  she  causes  it  to  become  known  that 
she  is  always  home  to  visitors  at  tea- 
time  on  Wednesday,  Saturday  and 
Sunday  afternoons  and  that  there  is 
always  gin  and  rye  whiskey  on  the 
side-board  for  those  who  prefer  such 
things  to  tea.  You  may  take  my  word 
for  it  that  this  custom  has  made  her 
a  prime  favorite  with  the  younger  set. 
Amongst  the  college  boys,  bond  sales- 
men and  younger  members  of  the  legal 
profession  Aunt  Mary  can  outdraw 
five  to  one,  any  debutante  in  town. 


And  the  pleasure  she  gets  out  of 
it  all !  You  should  see  the  look  of 
absolute  contentment  and  joy  which 
overspreads  her  face  when  four  or  five 
good  fellows,  each  with  glass  in  hand, 
gather  around  the  piano  and  roar  out 
some  hearty  R.M.C.  ballad  or  popular 
song  of  the  day.  If  you  did,  you  would 
realize  at  once  that  Aunt  Mary  was 
never  posing,  that  she  acted  the  way 
she  did  simply  and  solely  because  she 
wanted   to   act  that  way. 

As  I  said  before  I  am  not  at  all  sure 
that  my  wife  approves  Aunt  Mary.    I 


Plastic   Purgery 

remember  one  occasion  on  which  Aileen 
and  I  were  invited  down  to  Aunt 
Mary's  for  Sunday  dinner  at  one 
o'clock.  We  arrived  on  time  and  had 
just  sat  down  when  Aunt  Mary's  at- 
tention was  attracted  by  a  noise  of 
walking   in   a   room   upstairs. 

"Mercy  me!"  she  exclaimed.  "I 
had  forgotten  all  about  Tony.  I  must 
go  up  and  find  out  if  he  is  all  right." 

She  came  back  in  about  ten  minutes 
dragging  behind  her  a  young  man  look- 
ing a  little  bit  the  worse  for  wear. 

"We  had  a  party  here  last  night," 
she  explained.  "Tony's  one  of  the 
left-overs.  He  wasn't  feeling  very 
well  so  I  put  him  to  bed  up  in  the  blue 
room.  He's  just  wakened  up  and  now 
he's  going  to  stay  to  dinner  with  us." 

Tony  did  stay  to  dinner  though  he 
didn't  manage  to  eat  very  much.     We 


never  did  find  out  what  his  last  name 
was. 

As  for  Aileen,  she  had  been  quite 
sweet  and  friendly  to  Aunt  Mary  when 
we  first  arrived  but  after  Tony  put  in 
his  appearance  she  froze  right  up  and 
hardly  said  another  word.  We  left 
early. 

"Goodness  gracious,"  I  said,  as  we 
were  walking  home,  "Aunt  Mary's 
fifty-five  if  she's  a  day.  Surely  she 
can  take  an  interest  in  these  boys  if 
she  wants  to  without  everybody  being 
disagreeable  about  it." 

Aileen  just  sniffed. 
Aunt  Mary's  brother,  Wil- 
lie, is  the  rector  of  a  fine  new 
church  in  a  fashionable  part 
of  the  city.  I  know  for  a 
fact,  because  he  has  told  me, 
that  he  positively  dreads  go- 
ing to  see  her  but  all  the  same, 
being  in  the  church,  he  does 
so  now  and  then  from  a  sense 
of  duty.  I  was  having  tea 
with  her  the  other  afternoon 
when  he  dropped  in. 

"Willie!"  she  cried,  with 
delight.  "I'm  so  glad  to  see 
you.  Now,  Hal,  you  move 
over  there  and  let  Willie  sit 
here  where  he  can  talk  to  me. 
Come  here,  Willie!" 

Willie  came  and  I  took  my 
glass  and  departed  to  the 
other  side  of  the  fire. 

"Now,"  she  said,  handing 
him  a  cup  of  tea,  "tell  me  all 
the  scandal.  I  declare  you  clergymen 
know  more  about  what's  going  on  than 
anybody  else.  But,  then,  no  wonder, 
with  so  many  beautiful  ladies  all  anx- 
ious of  tell  you  their  troubles." 

"Really,  Mary,"  replied  the  Rev- 
erend Willie,  "I  don't  know  any 
scandal,  you  know." 

"Oh,  Willie,"  sighed  Aunt  Mary, 
"you're  no  good.  What  do  you  do 
with  your  time?  What  have  you  been 
doing  this  week?  Why  I  expect  I 
could  tell  you  a  few  things  about  your 
parish  you  don't  even  know  yourself. 
I  suppose  you  haven't  even  heard  about 
Mrs.  Rogers " 

Willie  held  up  his  hand  and  smiled 
wanly. 
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"Really,  Mary,"  he  said,  "you 
talk  so  much." 

"Oh,"  she  laughed,  flouncing  back 
in  her  arm-chair,  "I  like  it.  It's  good 
for  me.  Well,  never  mind,  we  won't 
talk  about  that  any  more  just  now.  Do 
have  another  cup  of  tea,  Willie.  And 
help  yourself   to   a   drink,    Hal." 

I  was  late  for  dinner  again. 

In  some  ways,  of  course.  Aunt 
Mary  is  distinctly  old-fashioned.  For 
example,  there  is  her  carriage.  She 
IS  the  only  person  of  my  acquaintance 
or,  indeed,  m  my  knowledge  who,  at 
this  advanced  date,  still  insists  upon 
driving  in  an  open  Victoria  with  a  silk- 
hatted  and  cockaded  coachman  on  the 
box.  Nearly  every  fine  afternoon 
Aunt  Mary  is  to  be  seen,  looking  very 
regal  and  very,  very  nineteenth  century, 
as  she  drives  through  the  quieter  resi- 
dential sections  of  the  city.  Most 
people,  I  am  sure,  do  not  understand 
this  peculiarity  of  Aunt  Mary's. 
Neither  do  I,  for  that  matter,  but  I 
am  quite  sure  that  she  does  not  go  about 
in  a  carriage,  as  Cicely  professes  to  be- 
lieve, with  an  eye  to  effect.  If  you 
ask  Aunt  Mary  why  she  does  not  use 
an  automobile  she  will  answer  simply 
that  she  prefers  a  Victoria  and,  after 
all,  that  is  a  perfectly  good  and  un- 
answerable argument. 

My  own  opinion  of  Aunt  Mary  is 
that  she  is  extremely  free  from  what 
the  amateur  psycho-analysts  call  "re- 
pressed desires."  That  is  to  say,  when 
Aunt  Mary  wants  to  do  a  thing,  she 
does   it   and   that   is   all    there   is   to   it. 


Now,  if  my  diagnosis  is  correct,  it  is 
an  extremely  fortunate  thing  for  the 
community  at  large  that  Aunt  Mary  is 
the  lovable,  well-meaning,  benevolent 
creature  that  she  is  for  I  have  no 
doubt  in  my  mind  that  if  she  really 
wanted  to  murder  a  curate  or  set  fire 
to  an  orphanage  or  rob  a  bank  she 
would  go  ahead  and  do  so  quite  natur- 
ally and  without  a  qualm.  However, 
there  is  nothing  to  worry  about  on  that 
score,  for  at  heart  Aunt  Mary  would 
never  want  to  do  anything  which  would 
cause  others  trouble  or  would  lead  to 
trouble  for  herself.  That  is  one  reason 
that  I  was  not  as  disturbed  as  the  others 
over  what  happened  yesterday. 

About  a  quarter  to  seven  in  the 
morning  I  was  called   to  the  phone. 

It  was  Aunt   Mary. 

"Good  Lord!"  I  said.  "What's  the 
matter?  Some  of  your  proteges  in 
jail    again?" 

"Oh,  no,"  replied  Aunt  Mary, 
gaily,  "I  just  couldn't  wait  any  longer 
to  call  you  up  to  tell  you  something. 
I'm  engaged  to  be  married!" 

I    gasped. 

"Who  to?  "  I  mqured. 

"Wouldn't  you  like  to  know!"  said 
Aunt  Mary,  and  rang  off. 

Aileen  and  I  and  Cicely,  who  was 
staying  with  us,  discussed  the  matter 
at    breakfast. 

"I'll  bet  it's  one  of  those  college 
boys,"  said  Cicely.  "The  whole  thing 
will  be  in  the  papers  and  everybody 
will  be  disgraced.     Can't  you  see  how 


It  will  look;  "WIDOW,  AGED  55, 
WEDS  YOUTH,  18.'  Honestly, 
Hal,  she  ought  to  be  in  an  asylum!" 

"She  hasn't  been  seen  out  driving 
any  more  lately  with  that  Chinese  Mali 
Jongg  instructor,  has  jhe?"  asked  my 
wife. 

"Gosh,"  groaned  Cicely,  "that's 
probably  it.  By  this  time  next  week 
she'll  probably  be  Mrs.  Woo  Chung 
Lo  or  Mrs.  Chu  Chin  Chow  or  some- 
thing  like   that," 

"If  I  were  you,"  I  said,  "I  wouldn't 
be  too  hasty  in  jumping  to  conclusions. 
Supposing  it  was  old  Croyden." 

Croyden  is  a  middle-aged  lawyer  of 
extreme  respectability  who  happens  to 
be  an  old  admirer  of  Aunt  Mary's. 

"Croyden!"  laughed  Cicely.  "Non- 
sense! He's  far  too  respectable  and 
matter-of-fact.  Don't  be  ridiculous, 
Hal.  I'm  sure  its  either  the  chinaman 
or  one  of  the  college  boys." 

"Well,  wait  and  see,"  I  said. 

It   was   Croyden. 

I  dropped  in  to  see  Aunt  Mary  on 
my  way  down  to  the  office  and  got  it 
out  of  her.  They  were  to  be  married 
in  about  two  weeks,  she  said,  and  she 
was  all  ready  making  all  sorts  of  ex- 
travagant plans   for  a   honeymoon. 

I  telephoned  home  to  let  them  know. 

Cicely  answered  the  phone. 

"It's  Croyden,"  I  said. 

"Humph!"  she  replied.  "Well.  I 
hope  he  knocks  some  of  the  nonsense 
out    of    her.  " 

These  women ! 

— Halihurton  Moon. 


"Evidence  not  strong  enough  to  convict!" 
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//e;  *7  ;us«  loeni  ont  fo  get  a  breath  of  air." 
She:  "Yes,  I  can  smell  It."  — Froth. 


The  Majesty  of  Law 

He  had  just  been  appointed  judge,  and  it  was  his 
first  day  on  the  bench.  His  first  case  was  a  bootlegger. 
A  little  uncertain  as  to  what  penalty  to  inflict,  he  ex- 
cused himself  a  minute,  went  outside  and  called  an  old 
judge  aside. 

"Oh,  Judge,"  he  said,  "Foe  got  a  bootlegger  out 
there  and  I  dont  know  what  to  give  him." 

The  old  man  replied.  "Don't  give  him  over  four 
dollars.    I  neoer  do!"  — Harvard  Lampoon. 


Two  Howlera 

Special  notice  has  just  reached  me 
of  two  excellent  schoolboy  howlers. 
The  first  is  a  most  idiomatic  translation 
of  "Pax  in  bello,"  which  was  rendered 
"Freedom  from  indigestion."  The 
second  relates  to  the  well-known  his- 
torical incident  of  Queen  Elizabeth 
and  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's  cloak.  Af- 
ter describing  the  scene,  the  pupil  madr 
the  Queen  say: 

"Sir  Walter,  1  am  afraid  I  have 
dirtied  your  cloak." 

"Dieu  et  mon  droit,  '  replied  Sir 
Walter,  which  means  in  English:  "My 
God,  you  are  right!" 

— C.  J.  A.,  in  London  Daily  News. 
*       *       • 

"1  spent  last  summer  in  a  very  pretty 
city    m   Switzerland." 

"Berne?" 

"No.  I  almost  froze." 
— Georgia    Tech     Yellou)    jacket. 


'Sandy,  ye  stt  there  like  an  oipI       San/   sornet/img." 

"H«»t  mon."  — Jack-o-lantern. 


G9DLIN 


25 


Mistress:  "So  you  say  you  worked  for  the  Hoonts; 
can  you  prove   it?" 

Maid:   "Well,  I  have  some  spoons  and  things  with 
their  initials  on  " 

— New   Mexico   Saluo. 


Swain:  "How  about  some  lea,  mlove?" 
Very  Popular  Damsel:  "Oh,  looel^!     Let's  see;  I 
car}  give  you  4:30  to  4:45  two  weeks  from  Wednesday." 

— Brown  Jug. 

Ben  Higgins  never  would  be  passed. 

He  bragged  his  car's  endurance. 
He    passed    six    cars    with    backward    glance. 

His  wife  has  his   insurance.         — Pitt  Panther. 


t:^. 


x^'  /'AM 


Follow  the  Swallow. 


■Yale  Record. 


Hobo   (to  deutschound) :  "You  ought   to   belong  to 
a  tramp,  you'd  fit  nice  under  hov  rnr^" 

— Purple  Cow. 


One  of  Lamb's  Tales 

"It's  sad,"  said  the  sentimental  landlady  at  the  table, 
to  think  this  poor  little  lamb  should  be  slaughtered  in 
the  flower  of  its  youth  just  to  satisfy  our  api>etite8." 
"Yes,"  agreed  the  cynical  boarder,  "it  is  tough." 

— Carpeibaager. 
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"I    done    heard    it    read 


le    paper,      sai 


d    Ur 


"Could   you    learn    lo    love    me?" 
"I  learned  to   speak  Polish." 

—  Yale   Record. 


The  Golf  Bug 

The  golf  bug  is  a  highly  developed  ?pecies  of  the 
spring-fever  germ,  and  attacks  men,  v\'omen,  children, 
and  Betas  without  compunction,  although  the  older  they 
are  the  harder  they  fall.  It  often  results  in  a  super-en- 
largtinent  of  the  ego,  necessitating  a  trip  to  the  dabber- 
hasher's  for  new  head-gear.  For  this  and  various  other 
reasons,  a  deflated  condition  of  the  pocket-book  also 
appears. 

There  is  always  a  species  of  dementia  following  an 
attack  by  the  bug,  during  wiiich  the  victim's  scale  of 
values  is  so  changed  that  he  thinks  a  ten-acre  lot  is  a 
pool-table.  He  also  loses  any  ability  he  may  have  had 
along  mathematical  lines,  often  forgetting  how  to  count, 
even  as  high  as  ten  at  one  time ;  too,  he  suffers  under 
the  delusion  that  no  column  of  figures  can  add  up  to 
more  than  91,  if  89  is  par.  — Octopus. 


Mose,    "dat   some    o"    dese   here    flying    machine   genUe- 
men  says  a  man  kin  do  anything  a  bird  kin." 

"Dat's  what  dey  say,"  replied  .Aiunt  Chloe. 

"Well,  when  any  d'em  sees  a  man  sit  fas' 
holdin'  onto  a  tree  branch  wif  his  feet,  I  sho' 
dey'd  call  me  to  have  a  look." 

— Panther. 


asleep, 
wishes 


o.q- 


"Whal  makes  that  kid  such  a  popular  caddy?     He 
looks  like  an  idiot." 

"That's  the  reason — cant  keep  count  above  five.' 

Ski-U-Mah. 


4_r34i^ 


"/  wonder  why  girls  wear  furs  in  summer?  " 
"Because  the  animals  don't  need  them  then." 

— Virginia  Reel. 


St.  Peter:   "Do  you  seek  entrance  here?" 
Californian:    "Quite   the   reverse.    Brother!      We've 
:ome  to  see  if  we  can  sell  you  on  Los  Angeles." 

—Life. 
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'Didn't  I  meet  ^ou  once  at  a  University  dance?" 
'Heavens,  no,  I'm  not  on  the  stage." 

— Virginia  Reel. 


"I   hate   dumb   women." 
"Aha — a   woman  hater!" 

— Octopus. 

A  record  number  of  Americans  are 
expected  to  visit  this  country  in  the 
summer.  They  will  probably  travel 
by  the  Three  Star   Line. 

— London  Opinion. 

*       *       f 

We  hear  that  an  American  visitor 
to  London  was  enthusiastic  about  the 
facilities  granted  motorists  to  park 
their  cars  in  the  streets,  until  he  learned 
that  he  had  been  looking  at  a  traffic 
block.  — London    Opinion. 


Pass  the  Banana  Oil,  Please 

(Lines    now    in    vogue) 

"But  I'm  not  that  kind  of  a  fellow. 
Really,  Kath — I  mean  Edith, — I  do 
love  you,  honest.  Perhaps  I  have  told 
this  to  other  girls,  but  I  never  meant 
it  the  way  I  do  now.  Come  on,  Edith, 
what's  a  kiss  any   ..." 

"I'm  sorry,  sir,  but  Mr.  Smith  is  in 
conference  just  now.  He  says  he'll  be 
busy  for  several  hours  yet.  Won't 
you  call  some    ..." 

"I'll   take   the   check,   waiter.      Oh, 

no,  this  IS  on  me.      Really,  Jack 

well,  if  you   ins   .   .   . 

"We've  spent  a  very  enjoyable  even- 
ing, indeed.  You  really  must  pay  us 
a  visit  some   ..."  — Mercury. 

*       *       * 

"Columbus  was  right.  He  sighted 
dry  land."  — Buffalo   Bison. 


"I  hear  you  have  an  addition  to  your  famdy,  Mrs.   Cat;  Was  it  a 
boy  or  a  girl?" 

"O,  just  six  of  one.  and  a  half  dozen  of  the  other,  my  dear." 

— Burr. 
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College  Man:   Would  you  object  if   I   kissed  you? 

And  the  Co-Ed — (No  answer). 

C.   M. :  Would  you  care  if  I  kissed  you? 

Co-Ed — (No  answer). 

C.  M. :  Would  you  mind  if  I  kissed  you? 

Co-Ed — (No  answer). 

C.  M.:  Say,  are  you  deaf? 

Co-Ed:  No,  are  you  dumb? 

— Juggler. 

*       *       * 

Wife  (in  back  seat)  :  Henry,  dear,  you  mustn't  drive 
so  fast. 

Husband:  Why  not? 

Wife:  The  motor  policeman  who  has  been  following 
us  won't   like  it.  — Chaparral. 

Senior :  I  want  permission  to  be  away  three  days  after 
the    holiday   vacation. 

Dean:  Oh,  you  want  three  days  more  of  grace? 
Senior:  No,  three  more  days  of  Dorothy. 

— Lyre. 


Lager  Rhythms. 


— Widow. 
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GOBLIN^S  LIMERICK  CONTEST 


Anyone  Can  Compete 


Prizes 


First  Prize:  $20.00  if  win- 
ner is  a  subscriber  to 
GOBLIN,  or  if  he  sends  in 
a  subscription  with  his 
answer,  $10.00  if  not  a 
subscriber. 

Five  Prizes  of  $2.00  to 
subscribers  or  $1.00  to 
non-subscribers. 

Subscriptions  may  be  sent 
in  with  answers  by  using 
the  form  below. 

Price  $3.00  per  year. 


Rules 


(1)  Contestants  positively 
MUST  be  over  two  years 
of  age,  sane,  or  nearly  so, 
and  sober  at  the  time  of 
writing, 

(2)  Last  lines  must  be  in 
our  hands  by  MAY  26th. 

(3)  Results  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  July  number 
of  GOBLIN. 

(4)  Members  of  the  firm 
may  not  win  prizes  and 
all  that  sort  of  thin^. 


%VP: 


S-^ 


Young  Betty  was  thought  to  be  wild 
And  when  she  passed  by  the  men  smiled; 
Tho'  other  girls  frowned 
At  the  way  she  was  gowned, 


Supply   the  Missing  Line! 


Last  Month's  Awards 


OUT  of  a  host  of  answers  to  last  month's  competition  a  fisherman  named  A.  D. 
Temple,  of  57  Edmonton  St.,  Winnipeg,  Manitoba,  has  been  selected  as  first  prize- 
winner and,  as  he  is  a  subscriber  to  Goblin,  is  awarded  twenty  dollars. 
Mr.  Temple's  last  line  was,  no  doubt,  inspired  by  his  own  piscatorial  experience. 
As  completed  by  him  the  limerick  reads  as  follows: 

"Though  the  story  is  open  to  doubt, 
A  fisherman  fishing  for  trout. 
Collapsed  when  he  looked. 
And  saw  that  he'd  hooked, 
Wonder  of  wonders — a  trout!" 


GOBLINS  LTD.,  272  Bay  St.,  Toronto. 

Dear  Sirs: 

Enclosed  find  $ for   years'  subscription  to  Canada's 

National  Humourous  Monthly. 

Name    

Street  Address 

Town    

Province  


The  five  other  prizes  of  one 
or  two  dollars  each  (see  rules 
of  contest)  go  to  the  authors  of 
the   following   last   lines : 

(1)  ".4  jug  of  what  bootleggers 
tout!" 

Sent  in  by  R.  H.  Cowan, 
Kitchener,    Ont. 

(2)  "The   seat   of    his   pants 
inside  out." 

Sent  in   by   H.   E.   Mercer,  Bank 
of  Montreal,   St.   John,   N.n 

(3)  "A    mermaid   without    any 
doubt." 

Sent    in    by    Miss    Gorsewood, 
97    Dearborne   Ave., 
Toronto.    Ont. 

( 4 )  "One    jug — cork    and    con- 
tents not  out." 

Sent  in  by  W.   H.  Fraser. 
P.  O.  Box  455, 
Bracebridge,   Ont. 

(5)  **On  a  maid  who  was  swim- 
ming— without." 

Sent  in  by  Dr.  G.  W.  Ferris. 
Cobourg,  Ont. 
Honorable    mention    also    goes 
to: 

Miss    Helen    Langhorne, 
G34   Barton  St.   E., 
Hamilton. 
S.  Truman, 

6    Nightingale    Street, 
Hamilton. 
Wm.  Harper, 

15   Beaty   Avenue. 
Toronto. 
M.   Coppleman, 

Bank  of   Montreal, 
Portage   Ave., 

Winnipeg,  Manitoba. 
A.   G.   Shatford. 

CO  The  Canadian  Bank  of 
Commerce, 
Bridgewater.   N'.   S. 
A.    Factor 

111   Arlington   Avenue, 
Ottawa,    Ont. 

P.   McF.   Carter, 
P.   O.   Box   32, 
Sydney,   N.   S. 

A.    O.   Cowan, 

212   Victoria  Street, 
Kitchener,  Ont. 
Goo.  M.  McKanday, 
377   Huron    Street. 
Toronto,   Ont. 
John   Johnston, 
37  Enderby  Road, 
Toronto,   Ont. 
I.   T.    Brill, 

North  Bay,  Ont. 
W.    A.  MacLeod, 
Com.    Publications 
Regina.    Sask. 
Dr.   W.   T.    Connell, 

Kingston,   Ont. 
Miss   Kathleen   Burns, 
20  St.   Andrews  Gardens, 
Toronto. 
Dr.   H.   M.   Nicholson, 
191    James   St.   South, 
Hamilton.  Ont. 
Mrs.  E.  L.  Hill, 

11034   83rd   Avenue, 
Edmonton,    Alta. 
Mrs.   H.   C.   Warner, 
158   Pretoria   Ave., 
Ottawa. 
Charles  Bell 
20fi   King  St.    W., 
Toronto,   Ont 
A.  D.   Talbot, 

198  Riverside  Drive, 

St.    Lambert.    Que. 

W.    E.   Doraey,    D.D.S., 

Meaford,  Ont. 
Annette   Collins, 
226   Dufferin   Ave., 
Brantford,    Ont. 
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The  Library  Lion. 


-New   Yorker. 


All  joking  aside,  these  intelligence 
tests  really  do  indicate  those  who 
have  brains.  Those  who  have,  don't 
take  them.  — Denver  Parrakeel. 

It   Happens  in  the  Best 
Regulated   Families 

Sof :  "Jooe's  awfully  absent-minded, 
isn't   he?" 

Omar:    "Why?" 

"Why,  the  other  night  he  was 
driving  his  parents  over  a  lonely  road 
and  they  came  to  a  particularly  lonely 
spot  and  before  he  knew  it  he  had 
parked   the   car." 

— Penn  Punch  Bowl. 


Duly  Carried  Out 

Contributor:  "I  hope  you  are  carry- 
ing out  those  ideas  I  wrote  you  about." 

Editor:  "Did  you  meet  the  offirc 
boy   with   the  waste-paper  basket?" 

Contributor:   "Yes." 

Editor:  "Well,  he  was  carrying  out 
your  ideas."  — Congregalionalist. 

*       *       * 

Little  Jack  Horner  went  into  the  corner. 

Sat  down  on  the  sofa  like  thunder. 
With  a  very  mean  look  he  got  out  his 
book 
And    scratched    out    her    telephone 
number. 

— Parra  Keel. 


Beautiful  But  Dumb 

She  does  not  know  who  Caesar  was. 

Nor  when  Columbus  sailed  the  seas; 
She  may,  for  all  she  says  or  does. 

Think  Botticelli  is  a  cheese! 
Now,  gentle  reader,  don't  commence 

To  say  you  think  it  is  a  pity 
To  live  in  ignorance  so  dense — 

You  see,  she's  pretty. 

She  will  not  wrinkle  up  her  brow 

To  call  to  mind  a  verse  of  Keats; 
Ask  her  if  Shakespeare's  writing  now. 

She'll  say  she  likes  the  parquet  seats; 
Of  current  topics  she  may  speak 

And  show  misinformation  simple — 
But  in  the  rose-pink  of  her  cheek 

There   is   a   dimple. 

She'll  tell  you   socialism's  cute 

Because  a  friend  who's  rather  plain 
Is  lecturing  from  here  to  Butte 

And  has  so  many  in  her  train; 
She  cannot  tell  you  what  is  meant 

By  the  philosophy  of  Ibsen, 
But  her's  is  beauty  that  is  blent — 

A   Fisher — Gibson. 

Of  differential  calculus 

She  may  discourse  in  language  clear 
Until  at  last  it  comes  to  us 

She  means  some  automobile  gear ; 
The  fact  tliat  Raphael  is  dead 

Leads  not  to  talk  on  pictures  olden — 
Her  lips  are  cherry — ripely — red. 

Her  hair  is  golden. 

So,  what  is  history  to  her? 

What  are  reformers  and  their  ilk? 
She  has  the  latest  word  on  fur 

And  wears  the  newest  shades  in  silk. 
Sigh  not  that  she  must  dwell  alone. 

Her  ignorance  don't  pity. 
She  knows  all   that  need  be  known — 

You  see,  she's  pretty ! 

— Panther. 

*  *       * 

Lady  Jane:  "Have  you  given  the 
go'fish    fresh   water,    Janet?" 

Janet:  "No,  mum,  they  ain't  finished 

the  water  I  gave  them  yesterday,  yet." 

— J  ack-o-Lanlern. 

♦  *       » 

"And  you  say  you  guarantee  these 
canaries?" 

"Guarantee  them?  Why,  madam, 
I  raised  them  from  canary  seed!" 

— Brown  Jug. 
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Wait — don't  buy 


Find  out  first  that  our  claims  are  true 

Make  this  10-shave  test 


5  Delights 

Five  remarkable  results 


1  Multiplies     itself     in     lather 
230  times. 

2  Softens     the    beard     in     one 
minute. 

3  Maintains     its     creamy     full- 
ness 10  minutes  on  the  face. 

4  Strong  bubbles  hold  the  hairs 
erect  for  cutting. 

5  Fine     after-effects,     due     to 
palm  and  olive  oil  content. 


Made  in  Canada 


You're  a  fair  minded  man — ^and  as  such 
will  give  other  men  a  chance  to  prove  any 
sincere  claims  they  advance. 

Now  the  ones  we  make  for  Palmolive 
Shaving  Cream  are  pretty  broad.  You  may 
question  them. 

So  we  say,  "Don't  buy  yet" — Let  us  send 
you  a  10-day  tube  .to  try.  And  thus,  grant 
us  the  opportunity  of  proving  how  true 
those  claims  are. 

Men  by  the  millions  have  shifted  to  this 
unique  cream.  To-day  it  occupies  pinnacle 
place  in  its  field;  its  success  is  a  trade  sen- 
sation. 80%  of  its  users  were  wedded  to 
rival  makes.  Only  outstanding  merit,  you'll 
agree,  could  shift  so  hard  a  market. 

1000  men  told  us 

We  started  out  by  asking  1000  anen  their 
supreme  desires  in  a  shaving  cream. 


They  named  four.  And  we  met  them. 
Then  added  a  fifth — -strong  bubbles — ^the 
most  important  of  all. 

130  formulae  were  discarded  before  we 
found  the  right  one.  And  when  we  did, 
we  changed  the  whole  shaving  situation. 

Frankly,  we  didn't  dream  so  great  an 
improvement  could  be  made  in  a  shaving 
cream — soap  experts,  as  we  are.  Our  toilet 
soap — Palmolive — is  the  leader  of  the  world. 
So  we  speak  as  masters  of  our  subject.  60 
years  of  soap  study  stand  behind  us. 

Find  out,  please 

Now  in  fairness  to  us  both,  please  mail 
the  coupon.  We'll  rest  our  case  on  what 
you  find.  After  10  days  of  new  shaving  de- 
light, few  men  go  back  to  old  ways. 


PALMOLIVE 

SHAVING  CREAM 


Follow  with   Palmolive   After  Shaving  Talc 
An  invisible  way  to  that  well-groonv   !   ' 


10      SHAVES       FREE 


Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and  mail  to 
Dept.  B-1005. 

The   Palmolive  Company  of  Canada,    Ltd., 
Toronto,  Ont. 
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THE  GREAT  GATSBY.  By 
F.  Scott  Fitzgerald.  New  York. 
Charles  Scribner's  Sons,  Publishers. 
$2.00. 

"F.  Scott  Fitzgerald  has  found," 
says  an  advertisement  for  this  book, 
"a  dazzling  field  for  his  powers  of  sat- 
tire.  It  is  the  strange,  incredible  Amer- 
ican present  —  the  queer  glamorous 
world  of  to-day  in  which  the  most 
fantastic  ups  and  downs  of  fortune  can 
occur — an  era  whose  extravagant  con- 
trasts suggest  the  crude  flaming  days  of 
the  Roman  Empire." 

The  above  gives  the  prospective 
reader  a  very  fair  idea  of  the  general 
type  and  style  of  the  new  Fitzgerald 
novel  which  is  as  strange  and  incred- 
ible, as  undisciplined,  as  the  life  it 
represents.  Fitzgerald  occupies  a 
peculiar  position  in  the  field  of  Amer- 
ican letters.  He  was  accepted  orig- 
inally as  the  official  chronicler  of  the 
early  stages  of  the  "jazz  age,"  the  new 
era  of  emancipated  cynical  youth. 
Once  the  freshness  of  that  era  had  worn 
otf  and  Fitzgerald  himself  began  to 
grow  up  he  found  himself  quite  natur- 
ally beginning  to  write  about  subjects 
other  than  the  flappers  and  the  college 
boys  of  his  earlier  stories. 

What  might  be  called  his  first  adult 
attempt  at  fiction,  "The  Beautiful  and 
Damned,"  while  it  undoubtedly  had 
elements  of  merit  in  its  composition, 
was  far  from  being  an  unqualified  suc- 
cess. Composed  as  it  was  in  the  low 
key  of  realism  it  lacked  that  ring  of 
authenticity  which  is  essential  to  real- 
ism. "The  Great  Gatsby"  is  no  more 
authentic  than  "The  Beautiful  and 
Damned"  but  then  it  does  not  need  to 
be,  for  it  has  naught  to  do  with  realism. 

Neither  is  "The  Great  Gatsby" 
sentimental.  It  is,  in  a  word — roman- 
tic. 

The  field  of  romanticism  is  not  over- 
crowded in  these  days  of  Sinclair 
Lewises,  H.  G.  Wellses  and  Knut 
Hamsuns.  It  may  well  be  that  Fitz- 
gerald is  the  prophet  of  a  new  note  in 


literature,  a  new  generation  of  roman- 
tic  modernism. 

THE  RECTOR  OF  IVYCK. 
By  May  Sinclair.  Toronto:  The 
Macmillan  Company,  publishers. 
$2.00. 

The  present  season  has  been  unusu- 
ally productive  of  first-class  novels  and 
"The  Rector  of  Wyck"  is  yet  another 
to  add  to  a  list  which  already  contains 
a  number  of  outstanding  pieces  of 
work.  This  story  is  of  an  English 
country  parson  and  his  wafe,  victims 
of  circumstances  which  prevented  them 
from  taking  the  occasional  trips  to  the 
continent  and  indulging  in  the  other 
recreations  which  they  had  planned  at 
the  beginning  of  their  life  together,  and 
yet,  at  the  same  time,  deeply  happy  in 
their  life  of  sacrifice. 

The  story  is  a  comparatively  simple 
one  and  a  very  good  one.  The  char- 
acterizations, particularly  that  of 
Mattie,  the  wife,  are  forcefully  and 
delicately  drawn. 

THE  RED  MASS,  By  Valentine 
Williams.  Toronto:  H  odder  and 
Stoughlon,  publishers.  $2.00. 

A  fast-moving  adventure  story  of 
the  French  Revolution  concerning  a 
young  Englishman  who  disgraces  him- 
self at  home  and  goes  away  to  redeem 
himself  by  accomplishing  a  difficult 
mission  in  strife-ridden  France.  Should 
evoke  cheers  from  many  of  the  Saba- 
tini  fans. 

SELWOOD  OF  SLEEPY  CAT. 
By  Frank  H.  Spearman.  Toronto: 
The  Copp  Clark  Company. 

A  tale  of  Frontier  days  when  shoot- 
ing up  the  crowd  in  a  saloon  was  con- 
sidered a  pleasant  indooor  pastime. 
There  is  a  love  story,  of  course,  so  if 
you  want  a  little  mental  relaxation,  you 
might  try  this. 

ARROW  SMITH.  By  Sinclair 
Lewis.  Toronto:  G.  J.  McLeod, 
Limited. 

It  is  reported  that,  despite  the  ridi- 
cule to  which  Mr.  Lewis  held  up  the 


Kiwanis,  Boosters,  and  other  "Service" 
clubs  in  his  greatest  success  "Babbitt," 
he  has  been  since,  nevertheless,  besieged 
with  invitations  to  address  these  very 
clubs  on  one  subject  or  another.  We 
are  anxious  to  see  if  the  medical  pro- 
fession will  take  the  rather  rough  ride 
which  it  gets  in  Mr.  Lewis's  current 
novel,  "Arrowsmith,"  with  as  much 
equanimity,  and  if  the  next  year  will 
see  this  gifted  author  invited  to  address 
State  Medical  Associations  and  such 
like  meetings. 

Prior  to  the  publication  of  Sinclair 
Lewis's  first  great  success,  "Main 
Street,"  he  had  done  a  considerable 
amount  of  general  magazine  and  news- 
paper writing,  as  well  as  having  pub- 
lished two  or  three  novels.  The  style 
of  his  writing  at  this  time  was  such  as 
he  thought  would  have  the  best  chance 
of  appealing  to  the  greatest  number  of 
readers.  It  seems  that  Mr.  Lewis  un- 
derestimated the  powers  of  discernment 
of  the  reading  public,  for  it  is  said  that 
"Main  Street  "  was  the  result  of  his 
having  saved  up  enough  money  tempor- 
arily to  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door, 
and  of  his  determination  to  write  some- 
thing to  please  himself  instead  of  the 
buying  public.  When  "Main  Street" 
unexpectedly  became  the  best  seller  in 
several  years,  Lewis  was  relieved  of  the 
necessity  of  ever  having  to  try  to  please 
the  reading  public  again.  Since  that 
time  he  has  apparently  written  just  to 
please  himself,  but  has  incidentally 
succeeded  in  achieving  more  popularity 
than  any  of  the  popularity-seekers  who 
have  been  writing  to  please  the  public. 

Whether  "Arrowsmith"  will  be  as 
great  a  success  from  the  point  of  view 
of  sales  as  its  predecessors,  "Main 
Street"  and  "Babbitt,"  is  hard  to  say. 
Publishers'  reports  indicate  that  it  i& 
rivaling  Margaret  Kennedy's  "The 
Constant  Nymph"  all  over  the  con- 
tinent, as  the  best-seller  of  the  year; 
this  despite  the  fact  that  it  has  already 
been  serialized  in  an  American  wom- 
en's magazine  of  large  circulation.  If 
"Arrowsmith"   does   prove   as  great  a 
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success  as  "Babbitt,"  it  will  prove  one 
of  two  things :  either  that  the  reputation 
Mr.  Lewis  made  for  himself  by  his 
earlier  works  is  now  so  great  that  the 
public  will  read  anything  he  sets  his 
signature  to,  or  that  education  and  the 
appreciation  of  intelligence  fostered  by 
it,  have  become  so  universal  on  this 
continent,  that  no  author  will  need 
henceforth,  for  popularity's  sake,  to 
write  down  to  his  public. 

"Arrowsmith"  is  extremely  harrow- 
ing, in  part  at  least,  and  might  be  term- 
ed by  some  a  tragedy,  but  Sinclair 
Lewis  has  the  faculty  of  recounting 
tragedy  without  pessimism.  In  other 
words,  he  does  not  give  the  impression, 
like  some  of  his  contemporaries,  that 
life  is  really  not  worth  while,  and  that 
he  is  about  to  step  around  the  corner 
and  end  it  all.  This  may  in  some  de- 
gree account  for  his  popular  recogni- 
tion. 

William  Allen  White  has  dubbed 
Lewis  a  Major  Prophet.  It  is  at  any 
rate  certain  that  "Arrowsmith"  will 
in  no  way  detract  from  the  Prophet's 
reputation. 

THE  COMMANDMENTS  OF 
MEN.  By  William  Henry  Moore. 
Toronto :  The  Printers  Guild,  Pub- 
lishers.    $2. 

Mr.  Moore  is  well  known  as  a 
student  of  Canadian  problems,  econ- 
omic and  otherwise,  and  work  from 
his  pen  always  means  the  result  of  con- 
siderable thought  about,  and  first-hand 
knowledge  regarding,  the  subjects  which 
he  deals.  The  "Commandments  of 
Men"  is  notable  as  an  exposition  of  a 
theory  which  at  the  present  time  is  not 
enjoying  much  popularity.  Mr.  Moore 
upholds  the  idea  that  it  is  impossible 
to  make  people  good  by  coercion.  He 
flays  Prohibition  workers,  and  all  as- 
sociations such  as  the  W.CT.U.,  which 
take  it  upon  themselves  to  enforce  their 
standards  upon  the  public  at  large. 
Coming  at  this  time  in  the  history  of 
tlie  Dominion,  Mr.  Moore's  book  is 
as  timely  and  opportune  as  a  previous 
work  of  his  "The  Clash,"  a  study  of 
French-Canadian  relations  wnth  the 
rest  of  the  Dominion.  All  Canadians 
who  are  interested  in  the  problems  and 
in  the  future  of  the  Dominion  should 
find  both  these  books  of  Mr.  Moore's 
extremely    engrossing. 

BOBBED  HAIR.  By  twenty 
famous  authors.  New  York:  G.  P. 
Putnam  &  Sons,  Publishers.      $2. 

This  novel  is  divided  into  twenty 
chapters,  each  one  written  by  a  differ- 
ent author.  It  is  tiie  sort  of  book  that 
the  tired  business  man  may  take  along 
on  a  summer  jaunt  with  absolute  as- 
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TeaTime 


What  a  delightful  insti- 
tution is  Afternoon  Tea! 
How  satisfying  to  soul 
and  body  to  sit  in  congen- 
ial company  while  you 
consume  crisp  lettuce 
sandwiches,  golden- 
brown  buttered  toast, 
crunchy  macaroons, 
cake, — and  cups  of  deli- 
cious, full-flavored  Sal- 
ada  Tea! 
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surance  that  he  will  find  nothing  in  it 
that  will  tax  his  mentality. 

THIS  MAD  IDEAL.  By  Floyd 
Dell.  New  York:  A.  A.  Knopf, 
Publishers.     $2. 

Floyd  Dell's  last  book,  "Janet 
March,"  ran  foul  of  Police  Regula- 
tions, and  was  withdrawn  from  circu- 
lation early  in  its  career.  The  present 
volume  will,  no  doubt,  escape  this  fate, 
but  in  all  respects,  except  for  a  sort  of 
offensive  prurience  which  characterized 
its  predecessor,  it  is  as  unpleasant  a  bit 
of  reading  as  the  other. 

There  is  no  question  about  the  fact 
that  Floyd  Dell  is  a  very  gifted  writer. 
"Moon  Calf,"  his  first  novel,  and  its 
sequel  "The  Briary  Bush,"  had  a 
quality  of  spontaneity  and  authenticity 
which  more  than  made  up  for  the  ex- 
aggeration of  the  more  sordid  phases 
of  the  story.  This  authenticity  and 
spontaneity  seem  to  have  been  lacking 
from  Floyd  Dell's  writing  of  late.  He 
seems  to  be  attempting  to  combine,  if  it 
can  be  imagined,  a  flair  for  the  roman- 
tic with  a  flair  for  the  more  sordid  as- 
pects of  realism. 

The  results  are  not  encouraging. 

THE  WESTERN  SHORE.  By 
Clarkson  Crane.  New  York:  Har- 
court  Brace. 

This  is  not,  strictly  speaking,  a  novel. 
It  is,  rather,  a  series  of  episodes  in 
which  the  same  characters  recur  from 
time  to  time,  and  which,  taken  as  a 
whole,  present  a  very  interesting  pic- 
ture of  college  and  fraternity  life  at 
the  University  of  California.  Mr. 
Crane  writes  obviously  from  first-hand 
knowledge,  and  no  doubt  many  of  the 


characters  depicted  in  the  pages  of  his 
book  are  living  people,  thinly  disguised. 
The  University  of  California  is  prob- 
ably, in  most  respects,  like  the  majori- 
ty of  Universities  in  the  United  States 
and  Canada,  and  any  reader  who  has 
gone  through  college  since  the  War, 
will  recognize  many  of  the  characters 
as  being  typical  of  people  he  has  met. 

RUNNING  SPECIAL.  By  Frank 
L.  Packard.  Toronto :  The  Copp, 
Clark  Co. 

A  breathless  tale  of  railroading  and 
the  men  behind  the  throttles  of  the 
"Big  ten-wheel  mountain  racers."  Sure 
to  appeal  to  those  who  crave  conver- 
sation and  action  in  large  chunks. 
Personally  we  prefer  Packard  in  his 
honest-to-goodness  detective  tales.  As 
a  boys'  book?  Well, — F.L.P.  gets 
the  job. 

WILD  MARRIAGE.  ByB.H. 
Lehman.  Toronto :  The  Musson 
Book  Company. 

A  college  novel,  yet  not  what  you 
think.  No  petting  parties,  dormitory 
theorizing  or  immature  smartness. 
"Wild  Marriage"  hinges  around  the 
clash  of  a  youth  brought  up  abroad 
under  the  guidance  of  his  mother  who 
had  deserted  her  professor  husband 
with  the  Victorian  atmosphere  of  Har- 
vard academic  circles.  "Wild  Mar- 
riage" is  a  distinguished  novel  and 
easily  one  of  the  best  of  the  year.  TTiat 
it  is  so  is  largely  due  to  the  fact  that  it 
is  sincerely  and  convincingly  written. 
The  characters  on  both  sides  of  the 
conflict  are  pwrtrayed  with  knowledge 
and  sympathy.  It  will  be  a  long  time 
before  we  forget  Berenice. 
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The  Fruit  Trade  Federation  estimate  that  each  person  in 
Great  Britain  eats  an  average  of  eighty-five  apples  a  year.  We 
understand  that  the  Statistical  Department  of  the  British  Medical 
Association  is  now  trying  to  find  how  many  doctors  have  been 
kept  away  by  this  method.  — Punch. 

*  *       * 
Too  Honest 

A  tramp  applied  at  the  grounds  of  a  circus  for  a  job.  He 
was  informed  that  he  could  become  a  lion-tamer,  and  all  he  had 
to  do  was  to  walk  into  the  cage  and  make  the  lions  eat  out  of  his 
hand.  He  was  told  that  the  whole  secret  was  in  making  the  lions 
believe  he  wasn't  afraid  of  them. 

"No,"  s,aid  the  tramp,  "I  don't  think  I  will  take  the  job. 
I  could  not  be  so  deceitful."  — Buccaneer. 

*  *       * 
The  Exile  of  Erin 

"What  are  your  political  sympathies,  comrade?" 
"Oi'm  aginst  the  government,  dom  it." 

"But  here  there  is  no  government.  This  is  a  complete 
anarchy." 

"Thin   Oi'm   aginst   the   anarchy." 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

"Poor  man.  Every  time  they  play  'Old  Kentucky'  you 
weep.     Are  you  a  Kentuckian? 

"No.     A  musician!"  — Kasper,  Stockholm. 

*  *       * 

An  American  film-actress  says  she  intends  to  marry  on  a 
Wednesday.  We  know  another  who  always  marries  on  a  Mon- 
day. — Punch. 
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College  Tours  to  Europe 
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including  all 
necessary  expenses 

Under  Direction  of  Earl  B.  Hubbell 

Personally  conducted  36-day  tours  to  England, 
Scotland,  Holland,  Belgium  and  France,  within 
the  means  of  everyone. 

Visit  London,  British  Empire  Exhibition, 
Shakespeare's  Country,  Oxford,  Holland, 
Ostend,  Zeebrugge,  Brussels,  Paris,  Battle- 
fields of  the  Great  War  and  other  points. 
Extension  trips  may  be  taken  to  Rome  for 
the  Holy  Year  Celebrations,  to  the  Riviera, 
Scotland,  Ireland,  Switzerland,  Germany, 
Greece,  Palestine  and  the  capitals  of  Scan- 
dinavia. 

Sailings  from  Montreal  on 

Regina  -  Megantic  -  Doric  -  Canada 

June  6-13-26-27      July  4  -  11 

(and  from  New  York,  June  25) 

Come  with  us  this  year  and  enjoy  the  ben- 
efits of  last  year's  successful  College  Tour 
experience. 

For   full  details   call,   phone   or  write   Earl 

B.  Hubbell.  care  White  Star-Dominion  Line, 

55  King  St.  East,  Toronto, 

211  McGill  St.,  Montreal, 

286  Main  St.,  Winnipeg. 


White  star -dominion  line 


We  have  nothing  but  admiration  for  the  courteous  first- 
nighter  who  withdrew  to  the  cloak  room  and  booed  quietly  ia 
a  corner  so  as  not  to  hurt  the  feelings  of  the  author. 

— Punch. 


Told  by  Al  Jolson 

Two  old  friends  who  had  not  seen  each  other  for  a  long 
time  met  on  Broadway.  After  they  had  exchanged  greetings, 
one  of  them  confided  that  things  were  breaking  pretty  well  for 
him. 

"I  just  sold  my  dog  for  $100,000,"  he  added. 

"You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  you  got  $100,000  for  a  dog," 
protested  the  other. 

"Absolutely,"  said  the  first  one.  "A  rich  oil  man  bought 
him  and  paid  me  on  the  spot." 

His  companion  looked  at  him  in  amazement  for  a  moment 
and  then  said:  "You  can  do  me  a  great  favor.  I  need  $2,000 
— my  wife  is  in  the  hospital  and  an  operation  may  save  her  life. 
If  you  got  $100,000  for  your  dog,  you  can  sure'y  spare  $2,000 
— especially  to  an  old  friend  and  for  an  operation." 

"Sorry,  old  pal,"  said  the  other,  "but  I  can't  do  it." 

"But  I  thought  you  said  the  oil  man  paid  you  for  your  dog." 

"He  did,  but  I  can't  loan  you  $2,000.  You  see,  he  paid 
me  with  two  $50,000  cats."       — New  York  Evening  World. 


We  gather  from  a  fashion  writer  that  women  are  wearing 
darned  hats.  Husbands  who  have  to  foot  the  bills  are  only 
wearing  knitted  brows.  — Punch. 
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Inspiration 

For  many  years  the  Poet  had  starved  in  his  garret,  emaciated 
and  pale,  but  producing  the  sheer,  shimmering  visions  that  had 
won  him  Fame  at  last.  Now  he  had  arrived!  He  had  been 
asked  to  appear  before  the  Ladies'  Guild.  "Speak  to  us,"  they 
had  written,  "speak  on  inspiration!" 

"Whence  comes  inspiration?"  he  asked  as  he  mounted  the 
platform.  "Whence  come  these  spots  of  color  that  dance  be- 
fore my  eyes?  Whence  the  color  of  the  rose,  the  breath  of  the 
orchid,  the  sheer  svelt  of  the  pansy?  Ah,  whence  indeed? 
Inspiration,"  he  sighed,  "comes  from  within." 

"But  isn't  he  homely,  though!"  whispered  the  ladies.  "His 
face  is  blotched,  his  eyes  are  yellow  and  jaundiced,  and  his  com- 
plexion is  distinctly  unpleasant.    We  won't  ask  him  again." 

"It  was  indeed  my  sorry  complexion,"  concluded  the  Poet 
when  they  did  not  applaud.  "I  shall  go  to  a  doctor  and  he  shall 
make  me  beautiful." 

So  he  went  to  a  doctor,  who  examined  him  and  told  him 
that  his  liver  had  been  out  of  order.  And  he  gave  him  some  pills 
to  improve  his  complexion. 

Six  months  later  the  doctor  met  the  Poet  on  the  street.  He 
was  delivering  butter  and  eggs. 

"Well,  did  I  cure  your  liver?"  asked  the  doctor. 

"Yes,"  sighed  the  Poet,  "and  now  I  can't  write  any  more 
poems."  — New   Yorker. 

Prohibition   Threatens  —  Again 

OUR  Prohibition  Authority  predicts  that  this  Spring  and 
Summer  will  tell  the  story  of  liquor  smuggling.  If  the 
Coast  Guard,  as  expanded  and  with  longer  daylight  for  ob- 
servation, cannot  stop  the  flow  of  Scotch  now,  it  cannot  hope 
to  do  so  unless  it  is  able  to  build  a  fence  along  the  entire  coast. 
Admiral  Billard,  the  chief  of  this  service,  admits  encountering 
difficulty  in  recruiting  the  kind  of  men  he  wants;  and  he  wants 
1 ,000  more.  Human  nature  is  frail  and  large  operators  can 
afford  to  offer  rewards  far  above  Government  pay,  all  for  a 
little  blindness. 

This  campaign,  now  in  its  first  stages,  has  not  as  yet  affected 
the  supply  of  liquor  available  in  town.  Scotch  is  plentiful,  and 
fairly  reasonable  in  price.  Quotations  vary  little  from  fifty 
dollars  a  case,  up  or  down. 

Indeed,  so  ample  is  the  present  supply  that  some  p^tty 
bootleggers  are  adopting  various  subtleties  of  approach  to  over- 
come sales  resistance.  The  most  popular  pose  is  that  of  a  steward 
on  a  liner.  Very  obliging  liners  these  are,  too,  permitting  their 
stewards  to  remain  about  New  York  to  take  orders,  postponing 
sailings  on  an  hour's  notice  to  allow  deliveries  of  needed  case 
goods;  generally  adapting  themselves  to  the  whims  of  the  local 
drinker.  The  theory  seems  to  be  that  customers  will  be  im- 
pressed with  the  genuineness  of  liquor  if  it  is  offered  by  one 
seemingly  a  steward  on  some  Atlantic  liner. 

Our  Prohibition  Authority  advises,   since  we  are  becoming 
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a  city  of  Scotch  drinkers,  that  the  best  way  to  assure  excellence 
is  to  buy  only  new  brands.  Once  a  label  becomes  established 
the  quality  of  whisky  behind  it  falls  amazingly.  But  first  ship- 
ments from  abroad  usually  are  good  and  reasonably  aged.  This, 
of  course,  is  an  old  trick  in  many  businesses.     It  makes  a  market. 

One  of  the  most  successful  of  the  great  liquor  importers,  now 
richly  retired,  always  bought  from  different  sources  every  time 
he  visited  Scotland.  He  sought  out  small  and  comparatively 
unknown  distilleries  in  the  north  of  Scotland,  toook  over  their 
entire  stocks,  and  never  went  to  any  of  them  a  second  time. 
Whoever  followed  him  was  certain  to  get  nothing  but  green 
whisky,  the  canny  Scot  devising  a  special  article  for  overseas 
business  just  as  soon  as  he  discovered  what  it  was  all  about. 
Which  proves  the  Scots  deserve  their  title  of  "the  Yankees  of 
Europe." 

This  eminent  captain  of  industry  informed  our  Prohibition 
Authority  that  his  last  advices  showed  the  export  center  for 
Scotch  shifting  from  England  to  Hamburg.  He  advanced  a 
reason,  but  his  explanation  was  so  involved  in  the  mazes  of  in- 
ternational banking  and  credit  practices  that  our  Prohibition 
Authority  found  himself  way  beyond  his  depth  in  cable  drafts. 

— New    Yorker. 
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Suspenders 

Are  the  Best  in  the  World 
and  for  this  reason  are  largely 
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Everywhere 
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THE  SKEPTIC. 


-Yale  Record. 
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une  issue 


You  best  efforts  when  ac- 
cepted, will  popularize  your 
Comic    with    millions    in 

Cblle^eHumor 

"The  Best  Comedy  in  America' 
Chicago 


/ 


rom  start  to  finish  is  a 
world-beating  magazine 


'■'finishing  Neck  and  Neck"  an  in- 
J  comparable  John  Held,  Jr.,  cover. 

our  winners  in  the  June  humor- 
ous and  fiction  classic- 
Frank  R.  Adams 
Thyra  Samter  Winslow 
Charles  Collins 
Robert  Benchley 
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:n   artistic   steeplechase  —  no 
handicaps  by: 

Franklin  Booth 

Arthur  William  Brown 

R.  F.  Schabelitz 

Ralph  Barton 

The  very  best  from  the  leading  college  comics — 
and  the  second  installment  of  "GLITTER"  by 
Katharine  Brush. 

COLLEGE  HUMOR  is  always  eager  to  secure  the  work  of 

Collegiate  Humorists.     Send  us  your  best  material 

during  the  summer  vacation. 

COLLEGE  HUMOR  now  has  vacation  openings  for  college 
men  who  will  work  on  a  salary  and  bonus  arrangement,  for 
a  ten  weeks  period.  Go-getters  with  previous  sales  exper- 
ience wanted. 


Anything  to  Oblige 

A  couple   of   active   pre-Dents 
Exhibited  sound   business  c. 

By  selling  a  collar 

@    6   for   a  $ 
Those    highly    commercialized    gents. 

&  50%  of  tlieir  trade 

This  up-to-date   slogan  obeyed : 

"Our  business  is  brisk, 

"For  you're  not  * 
"Any  cash  till  your  collars  are  made." 

Not  having  to  risk  any  cash. 
Their  customers  made  a  mad  — 

And  I  know  you  would  laugh 

If  I  told  you  Yi 
Of  the  tilings  which  occurred  in  the  crash. 

From  the  consequent  heated  oration 
I  merely  abstract  one  "  " ; 

Two  guys  with  a  date 

*ized  fate 
In  terms  which   recalled  Carrie   Nation. 

And   one    ()ally   cried: 
•'***„.!!!  your  old  hide  J 

"My  collar's  too  big. 

"Vous  pauvre  fils  de  pig!" 
Then  he  sank  in  a  ,  and  died. 


To  his  favorite  aunt  and  her  daughters 
He  left  seven  dimes  &  Ya  I 

"Goot  boy,"  said  one  gent, 

"Straight  to  —  he  vent, 
"Und  I  bet  he  von't  find  no  reporters." 

—Skl-U-Mah. 

*  *       * 

A  certain  young  maid  of  Versailles 

Drove  down   to   the  seashore  one   dailies, 

But  made  a  mistake  when  she  reached  for  the  brake. 

And  lost  the  coupailles  in  the  bailies. 

— Allegheny  Alligator. 

*  *       * 

In  Youngstown,  O.,  Miss  Mildred  Bailey  has  plighted  her 
troth  to  Mr.  William  J.  Barnum,  but  the  chances  are  that  they 
will  have  the  conventional  one-ring  ceremony. 

—TV.  Y.  World. 

Teacher:   "What  is  the  definition  of  a  skunk?" 
Johnny:  "A  small  animal  to  be  killed  with  a  pole." 

— Pointer. 

*  *       * 

Uncle  Even:  "Here's  a  picture  of  Cousin  Hiram  when  he 
was  in  Japan  with  one  of  those  Jinrickysaws." 

Aunt  Betsy:  "Gracious!  To  think  that  child  never  touched 
one  of  them  fancy  drinks  when  he  was  t'home!" 

— Perm  Punch  Bowl. 

m      *      * 

If  there  is  anything  more  humiliating  to  a  girl  than  blushing 
when  she  shouldn't,  it's  not  blushing  when  she  should. 

— Brown  Jug. 
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Tickets,  Please 

Department  stores  to  sell  railroad 
tickets. 

— News  Item. 

Well  meaning  lady:  "Let  me  see 
some    round   trip   tickets." 

Salesman:  "North,  east,  south  or 
west?" 

Lady:  "I — er — I  don't  know. 
What  are  those  little  pink  ones  with 
the  mauve  lettering?" 

Salesman:  "Those  are  our  Boston 
locals— $6.98." 

Lady:  "C.  O.   D.?" 

Salesman:  "No,  madame.  Not 
during  the  sale." 

Lady:  "What  have  you  a  little  near- 
er home?" 

Salesman:  "Here  are  some  fine 
values  in  Utica  expresses.  The  12:03 
is  our  best  seller  at  $7.35,  although 
many  customers  prefer  the  4:37  at 
$8.21." 

Lady:  "That's  a  little  more  than  I 
care  to  pay.  Haven't  you  something 
around  $5  ?" 

Salesman:  "How  about  a  Philadel- 
phia local?" 

Lady:  "No.  I've  been  to  Phila- 
delphia.    What  are  those?" 

Salesman:  "Manhattan  Transfers — 
35  cents  each,  three  for  a  dollar." 

Lady:  "Let  me  have  three — fresh 
ones,  please." 

— New    Yorker. 

*       41       * 

Eight-Thirty 

(Continued  from,  page  5) 
know  it's  really  only  half-past  eigh — " 
Curtain. 
SCENE  2. 
A  street  corner.      Early  the  follow- 
ing   morning.       Enter    two    gentlemen, 
one  reading  a  newspaper. 

1st  gentleman:  "What's  news  this 
morning,   Tim?" 

2nd     gentleman:     "Fellow     named 


Athletes  and    Sportsmen 
Know  ENO 

Physically  fit,  alert  in  mind. — these  are  the 
essentials  of  success  in  sports — these  are 
qualities  which  win.  ENO  keeps  men  and 
women  fit  because  it  assists  in  keeping 
them  healthy — with  sound  nerves  and  a 
body  able  to  withstand  continued  effort 
and  fatigue. 

ENO'S 

^TRUn  SALT- 


The  World-  Famed  EflFervescent 
Saline 


Smithers  has  murdered  his  whole  family 
and  their  maid." 

1st  gentleman:  "Ain't  this  crime 
awful?" 

— Stephen  Moon. 
*       *       * 

The  Mad  House  Party 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

a  girl  with  an  axe  in  her  hand.  They 
ran  around  the  table  a  few  times  and 
finally  ran  out  of  the  room. 

"Who  are  they?"  asked  Alice. 

"Oh,  just  the  Blinktons,"  said  the 
man  with  the  cocktail. 

"But  why,"  asked  Alice,  "is  she 
trying  to  kill  him?" 

"Don't  be  absurd,"  he  replied, 
"they're    on    their    honeymoon." 

Someone  had  put  a  record  on  the 
phonograph  which  began  screeching  out 


"Bring  back  my  red  hot  steaming  two- 
time  papa!" 

"I'd  like  to  play  Parchesi,"  said 
the  fat  girl. 

They  all  began  throwing  tilings  at 
her  again  and  Alice  ran  out  of  the 
house.  As  she  went  away  she  could 
hear  their  voices  mingling  with  the 
sound  of  the  phonograph.  Just  before 
she  got  out  of  earshot  she  heard  a  par- 
ticularly  loud  scream. 

"Now  I  wonder,"  she  said  to  her- 
self, "whether  that  was  the  fat  girl  or 
Mr.  Blinkton  they  just  killed." 

— J.   E.    McDougali 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St. 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


"/  think  that  'Pippa  Passes'  is  un- 
derdone." 

"Yes,  but  it's  Browning." 

— Octopus. 
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Sweetest  Li'I  Husbands 

(Several  youngish  matrons  have 
been  playing   bridge.      The  final 

rubber  is  over  and  the  third  round 

of    Orange    Blossoms    has    been 

served  and  consumed.) 

"That  was  certainly  a  corker.  But 
do  you  know  if  Jerry  ever  thought  or 
even  suspected  that  I  told  a  story,  the 
sHghtest  bit  off  color,  I'm  sure  he'd 
just  simply   disown  me." 

"My  dear,  that's  exactly  what  Se- 
ward would  do.  He's  just  a  great, 
big,  clean-minded  kid  and  it  would  be 
absolutely  tragic  for  me  if  he  ever  heard 
ME  tell  one.  I'm  positively  ashamed 
of  myself  sometimes." 

"I  know,  and  Davis  is  just  the  same 
way.  You  may  not  believe  it,  but  he 
has  never  once  since  we've  been  mar- 
ried told  me  a  story  or  a  joke  that  could 
be  called  even  risque." 

"Well  of  course  Lindsay  is  just  too 
funny  for  words  about  such  matters. 
I've  laughed  at  him  and  called  him  an 
old  Aunt  Annie,  but  someway  I'm 
honestly  glad  he  feels  that  way.  He 
actually  takes  an  instant  dislike  to  any 
woman  he  hears  telling  a  questionable 
story." 

One  of  the  members  strangles 

a  bit,  while  the  others  hasten  to 

testify  as  to  the  mental  sweetness 

of  their  husbands.     More  Orange 

Blossoms     are     absorbed.       And 

then — 

"I'll  say  that  last  one  was  wicked. 
Two-thirds  gin  ajid  the  other  third — 


i(\A  Sweet  Breath  \. 
at  all  times 


After  eating  or  smoking 
Wrigley'8  freshens  the  mouth 
and  sweetens  the  breath. 
Nerves  are  soothed,  throat  Is 
TtSmhed  and  digestion  aided. 
So  easy  to  carry  &e  little  packet! 

WRKLEYS 

|["  a/lter  ei^ery  mealfm^ 


i  O^kree  BIG  values   | 


The  name  U  stamped  upon  each  brtuh. 


^ 


NABOB 

Guaranteed  pure  badger 
brush.  Ideal  for  men 
who  use  shaving  cream. 
Whips  up  a  beautiful 
lather. 

No  such  value  has  ever 
been  offered  in  a  pure 
badger  brush  at 

$3.00 


RAJAH 

As  a  latheritrg  tool  it's  a 

wonder.   Equally  suitable 

for  soap  or  cream,  but 

particularly  built  for  stick 

users.     Unusual  value  at 

$1.50 

Ask  your  dealer  fc  r  these 

brushes  by  name. 

ST.  JOHN,  N.B. 

Montreal    Toronio    London  Winnipeg 


MOGUL 

A  bristle  brush  of  good 
quality — built  for  long  ser- 
vice. Made  for  the  man 
who  uses  a  mug,  but  per- 
fectly satisfactory  for  use 
with  stick  and  powdertoo. 
$1.25 


,  (^  n  r\nhr\  (c^ , 

(  SET    IN    RUBBER  ) 

jQather  ^rushes 


26 


GIN.  Oh,  my  dears,  here  is  a  peach, 
and  I  nearly  forgot  to  tell  you.  Have 
any  of  you  heard  about  the  fellow  who 
said  he  was  waiting  for  a  train?  You 
haven't?  My  dears,  it's  a  whiz. 
Now  p/ease  stop  me  if  it's  old.  .  .  ." 
And  eventually   comes  twilight. 

— New   Yorker. 

*       *       * 

Looking  for  Troubles 

e    talking    about    women 


see    Emma    often?"    one 
quite    frequently,"     the 


They    wei 
friends. 

"Do   you 
inquired. 

"Oh,    yes, 
other  replied. 

"Is  she  happily  married?  " 

"Is  she?      I  should  say  so.      Why, 

that  girl  is  so  happily  married  that  she 

has  to  go  to  the  theatre  for  a  good  cry.  " 

— Indianapolis  News. 


Future  Uncertain 

First  Convict:  "When  I  get  out  of 
this  place,  I'm  going  to  have  a  hot 
time.      Aren't   you?" 

Second  Ditto:   "I  don't  know.    I'm 

in  for  life."  — Phoenix. 

*  *       * 

A  Knowing  Bird 

"I  think,"  she  said,  as  she  came  into 
the  room,  "that  I  will  give  that  parrot 
away." 

"Yes,"  replied  the  young  man  who 
was  calling;  "it  would  only  be  tit  for 
tat.  It  has  been  doing  as  much  for 
you."  — Boston    Transcript. 

*  *       * 

The   Bull's-Eye 

"Aha,"  cried  the  egg 
As  it  splashed  a  bit, 
"I  was  cast  for  the  villain 
And  made   a   hit." 

Lehigh  Burr. 
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Looking  Inside  the  Cocoon 

THE  man  who  gets  there 
usually  does  so  because  of 
some  peculiar  qualities.  Sir 
Herbert  Holt,  somewhat  of  a 
figure  in  business  and  finance, 
has  among  other  notable  quali- 
ties one  that  sets  him  a  little  apart 
from  the  mck.  He  plays  a  lone 
hand,  and  plays  it  craftily;  he 
doesn't  display  a  naive  confi- 
dence that  a  pair  of  deuces  will 
rake  in  the  pot. 

This  is  an  interesting  article  by 
J.  Herbert  Hodgins.  Just  so  that 
you  will  recognize  it,  if  you 
should  slip  up  on  Le  Messurier's 
portrayal  of  Sir  Herbert,  it  is  en- 
titled "Works  Like  a  Silkworm 
in  His  Own  Cocoon." 
For  those  who  hanker  for  the  un- 
usual experience,  who  find  the 
zest  of  life  in  the  bright  face  of 
danger,  there  is  a  description  of 
the  proposed  ascent  of  Canada's 
greatest  untamed  peak.  J.  W.  A. 
Hickson  is  the  author,  and  he 
tells  of  the  dangers  and  difficul- 
ties of  attacking  Mt.  Logan  in 
"Will  Canada's  Everest  be 
Scaled?" 

Other  Articles,  both  interesting  and  Important 

Shall  We  Reform  Mothers'  Day? 

By  Nellie  L.  McClung. 
Is  Cassiar,  B.C.,  a  New  Klondyke? 

/.  B.  Eberts 
An  Election:  To  Be  or  Not  To.  Be 

M.   Gralian  O'Leary 
The  Wheat  Pool  John  Nelson 

Protecting  a  Corporation  Through 

Life  Insurance  A.  M.  Allan 

The  Uttermost  Farthing 

B\)  J.  L.  Rutledge 
Flight  of  the  Phoenix 

Isabel  Ecclestone  Mackay 
Spans  the  World  Ann  Walhan  Fox 
The  Pit  H.  Mortimer  Batten 

These  and  a  multitude  of  other  in- 
teresting items  in  the  May  1  issue 

VlACLEAN'S. 

iCANADAS   NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 


The  Old  Lady's  Home 


-Cornell  Widow. 
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"OH,  SEE  THE  PRETTY  KITTY!" 


I  Rather  Like 

I  rather  like  the  way  your  hair 
Curls  round  your  ear  in  soft  caress. 
I  rather  like  the  silken  tucks 
TTiat  make  your  dress. 

Your  arms  are  soft   and  gleaming  white. 
Like  flowers  pale  that  bloom  at  night — 

A  quiet  sort  of  loveliness. 

I  rather  like  the  pretty  way 

You  toss  your  head  and  laugh  a  bit. 

I  rather  hope  that  you  will  stay, 

And  sit  a  bit. 

For  oh,  my  dear,  I  hope  you  see 

You've  gone  tremendously  with  me 
And  there  is  much  concerning  thee 
I  rather  like. 

*       «       * 


—  Virgima  Reel. 


Lady:  "I'm  so  glad  to  know  you've  been  working.  I've 
heard  knocking  on  the  floor  all  the  morning." 

Plumber's  Mate:  "Oh,  yes.  Old  Bill  'ere  couldn't  get  his 
watch  to  go."  —Punch. 

*       *       * 

Neurich:  "Be  sure  you  get  a  good-looking  nurse  for  the 
baby." 

Mrs.   Neurich:   "Why?" 

Neurich:    "I   want  him  to  have  police  protection." 

— Medleij. 


^salesman:  "Here  is  a  very  nice  automatic  pistol.  It  shoots 
eight  times." 

Fair  Lady:  "Say,  what  do  you  think  I  am,  a  Polygamist?" 

— Hogans  Alley. 

*  *       * 

We   recommend 

Miss  Suzy  Ann, 
She  never  says 

' '  Whoisthatman  ? '  * 

— Virginia  Reel. 

*  *       * 

Padre:  "You'll  ruin  your  stomach,  my  good  man,  drinking 
that  stuff." 

Old  Soak:  "  Sail  right,  'sail  right.  It  won't  show  with 
my  coat  on.  — Orange  Owl. 

*  *       * 

"But,  John,  dear,  before  we  were  married  you  told  me  you 
were  worth  fifty  dollars  a  week." 

"I  am,  but  the  boss  just  gives  me  twenty." 

— Oregon  Lemon  Punch. 

"Out  of  order!"  shouted  the  Speaker  of  the   House,  as  he 
tried  to  call  central.  — Virginia  Reel. 

*  *       * 

Druggist:  "Do  you  wish  Mennen's  talcum?" 
Customer:    "Nein,   dam    it,   Wimmen's!" 
Druggist:  "And  do  you  want  it  scented?" 
Customer:   "Nein  again,  dam  it,  I'll  take  it  with  me!" 

— Amherst  Lord  Jeff. 
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Joe  Gish  learns  about  women  from 


GRACE 

the 

Athletic 

Girl 


Grace  Leffingwell  lived  next 
door  to  us.  But  how  was  I  to 
know  that  she  would  grow  up 
to  be  star  performer  on  the 
All-American  girl's  football  team?  I  proposed  during  a  scrim- 
mage and  was  penalized  five  yards  for  holding.  She  broke  my 
heart  and  a  rib  by  her  rough  work,  which  you  might  have  called 
the  coup  de  Grace. 

She  came  to  see  me  during  my  convalescence  and  saw,  for  the 
first  time,  a  copy  of  Vanity  Fair.  It  was  a  case  of  love  at  first 
sight,  Grace,  exponent  of  muscular  Christianity,  suddenly  became 
an  addict  of  literature  and  the  lively  arts.  The  dear  girl  attacked 
them  with  typical  gusto — art  exhibitions,  first  nights,  cafes  dan- 
sants,  dinners  to  visiting  Huns,  everything !  Compared  to  her 
former  reckless  ways,  she  is  now  quite  house-broken.  She  can 
even  wear  an  evening  gown  without  showing  cleat  marks  where 
the  opposing  team  trampled  on  her  neck.  On  the  whole,  lite  is 
far  safer  for  her  friends. 


30a 


aJC^M^ 


10  issues  for  $2 


VANITY    FAIR 


O      TEAR    IT    OUT    TEAR     IT    OUT    TEAR    IT    OUT    TEAR    IT     OUT     FILL    IT    IN     FILL    IT     IN    FILL    IT    IN     FILL    IT 


Name,  etc. 


"  Vanity  Fair,  Greenwich,  Conn. 

O  .             .                                                                                                                                                                                                                             0 

O  Dear  Vanity  Fair:                                                                                                                                                                                     q 

^  Next  month  I   am  going   to  lecture  to   the  Lion        ^ 

Z  Tamers  Club.     I  believe  your  magazine  will  ofFer  val-                                                                                                                            ^ 

H  uable  material.    Enclosed  find  TWO  DOLLARS  for                                                                                                                     En 

'1  TEN  ISSUES.  " 

u  0 

Q  -                                                                                             Illustration  copyright  by  Vanity  Fair                  a 

PIN  TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW 

*ao.  6 
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Giving  evidence  in  a  London  police 
court  a  policeman  stated  that  the  de- 
fendant stood  outside  a  tailor's  window 
challenging  a  dummy  to  come  out  and 
fight.  The  man  pleaded  that  it  was 
the  dummy  who  first  started  it. 

— Punch. 

*       *       * 


ate. 


Applicant:    "I'm    a    college    gradu- 
e." 

Business  Man:  "Well,  I'll  give  you 
chance    anyway." 

— The  Orange  Owl. 


Waiter:  (to  convivial  gentleman  at 
hotel  who  has  entertained  friends  with 
realistic  imitations)  "Beg  pardon,  sir, 
the  manager  says  no  gentleman  would 
make  a  noise  like  that." 

Convivial  Gentleman:  "Of  course 
not.    'Tam't  meant  to  be  a  gentleman; 

it's  a  lion.  "  — Punch. 

*  *       * 

"What  a  manly  chest  you  have." 
"Remember,  I'll  hold  you  to  that." 

— Jester. 

*  *       * 

All  Day  Long 

"I'm  very  careful;  I  always  send 
my  children  out  of  the  house  before  I 
quarrel  with  my  husband." 

"The  little  dears!  They  look  so 
healthy  from  spendmg  their  time  in  the 
open  air."         — Philadelphia  Ledger. 


Learn  French 

In  learning  to  speak  French,  the  two  essential 
requirements  are  repetition  by  the  teacher  and 
imitation  by  the  student  of  the  sounds  and 
inflections  peculiar  to  the  language. 

Put  a  record  on  your  phonograph — hold  your 
textbook  before  you — and  listen.  You  hear  the 
voice  of  a  cultured  French  professor — the  correct 
inflection — the  correct  accent — you  learn  to 
understand  and  speak  French  from  hearing  it 
spoken. 

The  study  of  fifty  lessons,  covering  an  extensive 
vocabulary  of  words,  phrases  and  conversation, 
logically  arranged  grammar  and  composition,  and 
the  preparation  of  exercises  for  examination  by 
competent  instructors  ensures  a  thorough  mastery 
of  the  language. 

Write  for  48-paiie  Booklet 
"French  and  .Spanish  made  Easy" 

TEAR  OLTT  HERE 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOLS 

CANADIAN.  UMITED 
DepL  '982-B  Montreal,  Canada 

Please  send  me  copy  of  your  booklet  "French 
and  Spanish  made  Easy.", 

Name 


«/  Jasper  Pari?,  ipd^e 

^^  in  the  Keart  of  the  Canadian  Rockies 

This  great  Playground  of  4,400  square 
miles  invites  you  to  its  glorious  retreats. 

Hundreds  of  mountain  peaks  challenge  the 
climber.  Delightful  saddle  trips  to  nearby 
glaciers ;  swimming  in  pool  or  lake.  A 
magnificent  golf  course,  set  amid  "wondrous 
scenery,  adds  its  appeal. 

Enjoy  the  comfort,  entertainment  and  recreation 
of  modern  hotel  service  at  Jasper  Park  Lodge — 
on  the  shore  of  beautiful  Lac  Beauvert.  Rates 
$6.00  a  day  up,  American  plan.  Accommodation 
for  350.  Open  May  15  to  September  30.  Here 
you  see  Nature  at  her  best,  in  all  the  glory  of 
mountain  magnificence,  and  still  unmarred  by 
man.  Snow-clad  peaks,  blue  glaciers,  deep 
canyons  —  equal  to  several  Switzerlands  rolled 
into    one. 


PMi^, 


itwi^ 


For  complete  information  as  to 
low  tourist  fares,  reservations 
and  descriptive  literature ,  apply 
to  your  nearest  Canadian 
National  Agent 


Address. 


Limited   Space 

While  the  diagnosis  of  the  patient, 
who  had  eaten  rather  generously,  was 
proceeding,  the  sick  man  said,  "Doctor, 
do  you  think  the  trouble  is  in  the  ap- 
pendix?" 

"Oh,  no,"  said  the  doctor,  "not  at 
all.  The  trouble  is  with  your  table  of 
contents." 

— Western  Christian  Advocate. 


Safety  First 

Tramp:   "Pardon  me,  sir,  but  have 
you  seen  a  policeman  round  here?" 


Polite  Pedestrian:  "No,  I  am 
sorry." 

Tramp:  "Thank  you.  Now  will 
you  kindly  hand  over  your  watch  and 
purse?"  — Buffalo  Bison. 

*       *       * 

A  member  of  a  theatrical  company 
was  boasting  of  his  love  for  the  stage. 
He   said: 

"My  father  said  to  me  one  day:  'I 
will  give  you  a  hundred  thousand  francs 
if  you  won't  become  an  actor!*  " 

"Indeed!"  said  the  comedian  of  the 
company,  "what  did  you  do  with  all 
that  money!"         — Sans  Gene,  Paris. 
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Morte  D'  Amour 

So  all  night   Xong   the  noise  of  Jazz- 
hands   rolled 
Across    the    campus    of    this    seat    of 

thought, 
Until  the  sttident  body,  man  by  man. 
Had  fallen  for  the  tviles  of  some  fair 

femme. 
In  sivelled  cacophonies  of  joyful  sound 
The  dancers  swirled  themselves   both 

to   and  fro; 
And  many  were  the  stags  who  stood 

around 
Awaiting  breaks  on  some  girl  they'd 

just  met. 
Not  stag-like  were  they;  nay,  exceed- 
ing  bold. 
Their   conduct   is   more   likened   to   a 

bear, 
Which  awkward  sways  and  awkward 

walks  and  walks. 
Dressed  all  alike  are  these,  in  sober 

black, 
A  contrast  sharp  with  partners  they 

seek. 
These  latter:  It  is  they  who  triumph 

now: 
Each  one  a  queen,  each  one  is  quite 

aware 


And  said   he   was   a   dozen   kinds   of 

fool. 
Unable  longer  to  vnthstand  the  gaff. 
And  glances  pity  for  him  subtly  sent. 
Himself  he  took  to  walk  in  cooler  air. 
And  as   he   strolled  around   the   oval 

drive 
He    heard   a    cooing   voice    that    once 

before 
Had  cooed  to  him.     And  nearby  was 

a  car. 
Most  stealthily  he  made  approach  and 

stood 
Leaning  up  against  the  extra  tire. 
And  then  heard,  and  heard,  and  heard, 

and  heard 
Her  telling  to  another  what  she'd  said 
To  him.  oft  times  before.     Then  with 

a  groan 
He  plunged  into  the  pond  that  'fleets 

the  gym. 
"Oh,    what    was    that?"    she    asked. 

'"Twas  but  the  wind." 
"And  that?"     "A  foolish  little  frog,  I 

guess." 
And  so  the  dance  went  on,  and  no  one 

missed 
The  missing.    But  when  she  got  home 

a  thought 
Came  to  her  that  her  m,an  had  disap- 
peared. 
"I  wonder  ivhat  becanve  of  him?"  she 

smiled. 

— Virginia  Reel. 

*       *       * 

Old  Skinflint:  "Here,  boy,  what's 
this  you  were  shouting?  'Great  Swindle 
— 60  Victims!'  I  can  see  nothing 
about  it  in  this  paper." 

Newsboy:  "Great  Swindle — 61 
Victims!" 


She    is    a    queen,    and    somelww    she 

demands 
The    homage    that's    her   due.      It    all 

depends : 
Some    are    demure    and    shy;    some 

haughty,   quick; 
Others  there  are  who  do  not  give  a 

danrn. 
And  others  still  who  whisper  as  they 

dance 
Enchanting  melodies  of  flattery. 
For  every   kind  of  queen   th^rc   is   a 

prince ; 
Oh,  many,  many  princes,  knaves,  and 

fools ! 
In  this  gay  whirl  there  was  a  stalwart 

chap 
Who  looked  with  angry  eyes  upon  the 

scene. 
For  he  had  brought  a  girl  up  to  the 

dance 
And  she  with  someone  else  away  had 

slipped. 
Straightivay  a  cynic  he   became,  and 

said 
Most  terrible  things  about  the  dumber 

sex. 
But    everybody    looked    at    him    and 

smiled 


Almost  Unbelievable 

YoQ  can  hardly  realize  the 
wonderful  improvement  to 
your  skin  and  complexion  your 
mirror  will  reveal  after  using 

GoUPAUDS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

It  renders  a  charming,  fascinating 
appearance  instantly.  No  mussy  rub- 
bing in  or  long  time  treatments.  But 
best  of  all,  your  appearance  will  show 
constant  improvement  through  its 
consistent   use. 

Gouraad's  Oriental  Comprimettes 

Are  Gouraud's  Oriental  Cream  in 
compact  form  with  all  of  its  Beauti- 
fying properties  faith- 
fully retained.  Made 
in  two  sizes,  BOc  and 
$1.00,  and  seven 
shades.  White.  Flesh. 
Rachel  Powders  and 
Orange,  Light.  Med- 
ium and  Dark  Rouges. 
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To  the  First  Ten  Persons 

to  send  in  the  coupon  below  correctly  filled 
out,  together  with  three  dollars,  will  be  sent 
Canada's  National  Humorous  Monthly  every 
month  for  one  year. 

ALSO  TO  THE  NEXT  10,000! 

Act  Now!  AH  Prizes!   No  Blanks! 


F.  SNIVELY  SNITHERS 

Who  holds  the  chair  of  Needle-work  and 
Distilling  at  the  Walla  Walla  Agricultural 
College,  claimant  to  the  world's  Testimonial 

writing    Title    writes  :    " 

For  years  I  was  troubled  with  pains  in  my 
back,  ague  and  an  unquenchable  thirst.  I 
could  scarcely  do  my  housework.  My  face 
hurt  me  and  climbing  fifteen  flights  of 
t^tairs  or  mnving  the  furnace  left  me 
breathless.  Then  I  took  up  Goblin.  My 
photograph  above  tells  the  story.  I  am, 
noi^'  a  constant  subscriber.  Goblin  got  the 
job .'" 


Rules:  (1)  All  entries  must  be  in 
our  hands  before  Doomsday 
at   12.00  p.m. 

(2)  As  many  answers  as  de- 
sired may  be  sent  in  by  each 
contestant. 


(3)  Candidates  sending  in 
five  dollars  for  two  years'  sub- 
scription will  insure  Honor- 
able Mention. 

(4)  Write  plainly. 


r  GOBLINS  LTD.,  272  Bay  St.,  Toronto. 

'      Dear  Sirs: 

I  Enclosed  find  $3.00  for   one  year's   subscription  to   Canada's  National 

I     Humorous  Monthly. 

Name 


Street  Address 


I      Town  .  . 
I      Province 


"Of  Course  I'll  See  You  Off" 

A.    With  the  Ladies 

"Annabelle,  you  know  it's  been  just  simply  lOonderful  to 
see  you  and  Billy  again  if  it  was  only  for  a  few  days  and  I 
hope  that  you  can  come  out  to  Rosewood  very  soon  and — " 

"My  dear,  if  it's  humanly  possible,  we  will!  And  you 
don't  know  how  nice  it's  been  to  see  you.  Why,  if  you  enjoyed 
your  visit  half  as  much  as  we  did — " 

"Enjoy  it,  my  dear?  It's  been  a  perfect  bliss  to  me  every 
minute  just  to  be  with  you  and  Billy  and  that  darling  boy  of 
yours.  Really,  Ann,  you  don't  know  what  a  treasure  you  have 
in  that  little  tot.     I  could  almost  steal  him  myself!" 

"Yes,  isn't  he  a  dear?     Why,  only  last  week  he  said,  etc., 

etc But  here  comes  your  train.     Good-bye.     The  left 

side  is  the  shady  one.     I  hope  you  have  a  comfortable  trip,  but 
it's  very  hot,  and  do  write,  won't  you,  my  dear?" 

"I  really  will,  Ann.     CooJ-bye!" 

(Tliey  embrace  affectionately  and  part). 

B.     Us 

"Well,  George,  it's  certainly  been  great  to  see  you." 
"Been  great  to  see  you,  Ted." 
(Pause). 

"Say,   is  that  clock  right  over  there?" 
"Dunno,  Ted.     Wait  a  minute,  I'll  6nd  out." 
"Naw,  's  all  right;  I  was  just  wondering." 
"Tram  oughta  be  here  now.     Funny.     Never  knew  it  to  be 
late  before.     Damn  good  train,  damn  good." 

"Yeah   ....   Where's  that  damn  porter?" 

(Finds  porter  and  pays  him.      Pause). 

"Well,  it's  been  great  to  see  you  again,  George." 


"Um — m — m.      Guess    your    tram    oughta    be    here    now. 
Funny." 

"Maybe  the  clock's  wrong." 

"Maybe." 

(Pause). 

"Pretty  good  train  this,  isn't  it,  George?" 

"Yeah,      Damn   good   ....   One  of  the  best,   in   fact." 

"Ah — h — h,  here  it  comes.     Well,  so  long,  George." 

"So  long,  Ted.      Don't  take  any  wooden  money." 

(They  clutch  at  each  other's  hands   and  rush  away). 

— Record. 

*  *       * 

Variation  197824 

Now  gossip  is  an  evil  vice 

I   like   it. 
It's  more  than  low   ....    it  isn't  nice   .... 

I   like  it. 
It  splatters  mud  with  every  word   .... 
What  isn't  blackened's  slightly  blurred   .... 
It's  the  worst  damn  stuff  I  ever  heard   .... 

I  like  it.  — Purple  Coio. 

*  *       ♦ 

First    Critic :    Did    you    see    the    opening    performance    last 
night? 

Second  Critic:  Yes. 

First  Critic:  Who  played  the  hero? 

Second  Critic:  I  did.     I  sat  through  the  whole  show! 

— Carolina  Buccaneer. 
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Travel  in  the  younger  sort  is  a  part  of  education ;  in  the  older. 


part  of  experience. 

— Bacon. 


EDUCATIONAL  TOURS 

TO 

Britain  -  Holland  -  Belgium  -  France 


The  first  Tour,  under  the  aus- 
pices of  Guy  Tombs  Ltd.,  leaves 
Montreal  on  the  "Athenia" 
for  Glasgow,  June  19,  re- 
turning from  Cherbourg,  July 
17,  on  the  "Ausonia." 


The  second  Tour,  under  the  aus- 
pices of  W.  H.  Henry,  Ltd., 
leaves  Montreal,  June  27,  on  the 
"Ausonia"  for  Plymouth,  re- 
turning from  Liverpool,  July 
24  on  the  "Alannia." 


The  third  Tour,  under  the  auspices  of  Guy  Tombs  Ltd., 
leaves  Montreal,  July  3,  for  Glasgow  on  the  "Letitia," 
returning  from  Cherbourg,  July  31,  on  the  "Ascania." 


The  Third  Cabin  is  Exclusively  Reserved  and 
Every  Comfort  is  Assured. 

INCLUSIVE  COST  OF  TOUR 


$330.00 


For  full  particulars  of  itinerary  apply  to: — 
GUY    TOMBS,    LTD.,  W.   H.   HENRY.   LTD., 

285   Beaver   Hall   Hill,  286   St.    James   Street. 

Montreal.  Montreal. 

THE  ROBERT  REFORD  COMPANY.  LIMITED, 
20  Hospital  St.,  Montreal.  217  Bay  St..  Toronto. 

Cunard  Anchor  -  Donaldson 


Neither 

A  steward  stood  at  the  gangway  of 
a  big  liner,  and  as  he  stood  there  he 
kept  shouting  for  the  benefit  of  tlie 
arriving  passengers: 

"First-class  to  the  right!  Second- 
class  to  the  left." 

A  young  woman  stepped  daintily 
aboard  with  a  baby  in  her  arms.  As 
she  hesitated  before  the  steward  he 
bent  over  her  and  said,  in  his  chival- 
rous way: 

"First  or  second?" 

"Oh!"  said  the  girl,  her  face  as  red 
as  a  rose.  "Oh,  dear,  it's — it's  not 
mine."  — The  Pittsburgh  Sun. 


The  Risque  Joke. 


-Puppet. 


Live  Agent  Wanted 

In  Every  School,  College 
and  town 


Acey  Stylo 
Fountain  Pen 

A  De  Luxe  writing  in- 
strument • —  Best  Pro- 
ducible. Descriptive 
Circular  free.  Price 
$2.80,  less  25%  this 
month. 

Money  back  if  desired. 
30th  year — Up  to  date 
— ^Character — Class. 


Schrade's 

American  Pocket 

Knives 

$2.50  PUSH  BUTTON 
Patent  for  $1.70,  this 
month. 

To  advertise  the  Pen: 
Both  for  $3  this  month. 
FREE:  Condensed  Gift 
Novelty  Price-List. 

Dniggists,  Stationers,  Tobacconists 
write  for  attractive  offer. 


A.  C.  SMITH 

30th  year  at  426  Victoria  Ave. 
(Box  81),  Windsor,  Ont.  (Also 
Box  1374,  Detroit,  Mich.)  Mfr.— 
Jobber — Importer  CLASSY  pocket 
Requisites. 

Any  serious  agent  can  average  $50 
weekly  or  $100  monthly  in  spare 
time. 


(iive  something  electrical 
— and  make  sure  it  carries 
the   Hotpoint  trade  mark. 


FOR  THE 


BRIDE 


PRACTICAL,  yet  in  perfect  keeping  with  the  occasion,  Hotpoint 
devices  make  ideal  wedding  presents.   Their  attractive  appear- 
ance and  enviable  reputation  have  mude  them  doubly  welcome 
by  that  fastidious  young  person — the  n.odern  bride. 

Hotpoint  Percolators,  in  a  variety  of  styles  and  sizes,  are  most 
acceptable  gifts.  The  one  illustrated  is  known  as  the  P3,  and  is 
of  six-cup  capacity.  Hotpoint  Percolators  are  protected  by  a  pat- 
ented safety  switch  which  operates  immediately  should  the  appli- 
ance accidentally  boil  dry. 

Crisp,  golden-brown  toast  is  universally  popular  for  breakfast,  but 
when  made  by  a  Hotpoint  Reversible  Toaster,  it  is  even  more 
desirable.  This  device  turns  the  toast  without  handling,  and  toasts 
two  slices  of  bread  at  the  same  time. 

No  home  could  possibly  be  complete  without  a  Hotpoint  Iron.  This 
famous  Iron  has  been  the  choice  of  over  six  million  women.  Its 
patented  thumb  rest,  hinged  cord  plug  and  celebrated  hot  point 
have  put  it  in  a  class  by  itself. 

The  Hotpoint  Three-Heat  Table  Grill  is  another  popular  gift.  This 
useful  article  will  cook  an  entire  meal  for  three  people.  It  will  boil, 
broil,  toast  or  fry — any  two  operations  at  the  same  time. 


^•^^  •^  Servants  for  the  ffnmf 


A  Canadian  General  Electric  Product 


H-21 


0O    fte"*^ 


Springtime  Evening c» 

WillFull  Miot/'<r-    %c 
Jfti((er8dn:s  Chocolatei^ 
®l  Perfect  Sh>/ 
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